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THE 


POETICAL WORKS 


JOHN. GAY. 
FABLES. 
IN THREE VOLUMES. 


WITH THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 


FROM THE ROYAL QUARTO EDITION OF 1720. 


His jocamur, ludimus, amamus, dolemus, querimur, jraſci- 
mur; deſcribimus aliquid modo preſſius, mode elatius: 
atque ipſa varietate tentamus efficere, ut alia aliis, quz- 
dam fortaſſe omnibus placeant. PLIN. EPIST, 


Of manners gentle, of affections mild; 

In wit a man, fimplicity a child : 

With native humour temp'ring virtuons ragez 
Form'd te delight at once, and laſh the age: 
Above temptation in a low eſtate, 

And uncorrupted ev'n amongſt the great: 

A ſafe companion, and an eaſy friend; 
Unblam'd thro? life, lamented in thy end: 
Theſe are thy honours ! ------ 


—— 


Bell's /econd edition, 
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ar Tuz Apollo Preſs, BY THE MARTINS, 
Anno 1784. 
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VOL. I. 


CONTAINING HIS 


EURAL SPORTS. TWO CANT0s, 
TRIVIA. THKEE BOOKS, 
FAN, THREE BOOKS, 


SHEPHER D'S WEEK. SIX A- 
STORALS, 
|{ACIS AND GALATEA. 


EEE 
Fatigu'd at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe, 

And ſooth'd my haraſs'd mind with ſweet repoſe; 

Where fields, and ſhades, and the refreſhing clime, 

Inſpire the ſylvan ſong, and prompt my rhyme. 

My Muſe ſhall rove thro? flow'ry meads and plaine, 

And deck with Rural Sports her native firains, 

And the ſame roatl ambitiouſly purſue, 

Frequented by the Mantuan ſwain aud you. 

RURAL SPORTS. TO POPE. 


— 


| 
| 
EDINBURG: 


Ar THE Apollo Preſs, BY THE MARTINS, 
Anno 1784, 
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THE EHE OF 
JOHN GAY. 


Þo ux GAY, an original poetick genius, wasdeſcended 
of an ancient family, which derived its name from 
Gilbert le Gay of Hampton Gay in Oxfordſhire, who, 
in right of his wife, the daughter and heir of the fa - 
mily of Curtoyſe, or Curtis, became poſſeſſed of the 
lordſhip of Goldworthy in Devonſhire, the ancient 
ſcat of the name of Gay for many generations. Our 
Author was born in the year of the revolution 1688, 
near Barnſtaple in that county, and put to the free- 
ſchool there under an excellent maſter, who, being 
bred at Weſtminſter, tanght in the method of that 
ſchool. Thus he had the advantage of being imbued 
with a juſt taſte of the claſſicks: but the family-eſtare 
being much reduced, his fortune was not ſufficient 
to ſupport him as a gentleman*, and therefore his 
friends choſe to breed him to ſome genteel trade. Ac- 
cordingly he was put apprentice to a ſilk-mercer in 
London : but this ſtep was taken without conſulting 
the youth's taſte and temper. The condition of an 
apprentice appeared too illiberal : he was not made, 
it ſeems, for a counter caſtor, Ihe ſhop ſoon became 
his averſion : he was ſeldom ſeen in it: and in a few. 
years his maſter, upon the offer of a ſmall conſidera» 


* In his rural ſports he ſays, 
He never had been bleſt by Fortune's tand, 
Nor beighten'd ploughſhares in patcrnal land. 


A iij 
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tion, willingly conſented to give up his indentures, 
Having thus purchaſed the eaſe of his mind, he in- 
dulged himfelf freely and fully in that courſe of life 
to which he was irrefiſtibly drawn by Nature. Genius 
concurred with inclination; poetry was at once his 
delight and his talent; and he ſuffered not his Muſe 
to be diſturbed by any diſagreeable attention to the 
expenſe of cultivating it. 

Theſe qualities recommended him to ſuch compa- 
ny and acquaintance as he moſt affected, and, among 
others, to Dean Swiſt and Mr. Pope, who were ex- 
ceedingly ftruck with the open ſincerity and undiſ- 
guiſed fimplicity of his manners, and the eaſineſs of 
his temper. To this laſt gentleman he addreſſed the 
firſt fruits of his Muſe, entitled Rural Sports, a Geor- 
gick, printed in 1711. This piece diſcovered a rich 
poetical vein, peculiar to himſelf, and met with ſome 
agreeable atteſtations of its merit, that would have 
been enjoyed witha higher reliſh, had not the pleaſure 
been interrupted by the ill ſtate of his finances, which 
by an uncommor: degree of thoughtleſſneſs and cul- 
libility * were reduced now to a low ebb. Our Poet's 
purſe wasan unerring barometer of his ſpirits, which 
ſinking with it, left himinthe apprehenſion ofaſervile 
dependence, a condition he dreaded above any thing 


* Theſe are the words of Dean Switt many years afterwards, 
who there obſerves, that Providence never deſigned him, for 
this reaſon, to be above two-and-twenty, Letter 33. in Pope's 
Works, vol. ix. edit. 1744. 
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that could befall him. Howe ver, the clouds were ſhort- 
ly diſpelled by the kindaeſs of the Ducheſs of Mon- 
mouth, who appointed him her Secretary in 1512, with 
a handſome ſalary, This ſeaſonable favour feating 
him in a coach, though not his own, kindled his Muſe 
into a new pregnancy. He firft produced his cele- 
brated poem called Trivia; or, The Art of walking 
the Streets, And the foHowing year, at the inſtance 
of Mr. Pope, he formed the plan of his Paſtorals, 
There is not perhaps in hiſtory a more remarkable 
example of the force of friendſhip in an author, 
than wasthe undertaking and finiſhing this inimitable 
poem. Mr. Pope, in his ſubſcription of the Hanover 
club to his tranſlation of the Iliad, had been ill uſed 
by Mr. Philips their Secretary, and his rival in this 
ſpecies of poetry: the tranſlator highly refented the 
affront, and meditating revenge, intimates to his 
friend Gay how greatly it was in his power to pluck 
the bays from this envied rival's forehead. Our Au- 
thor immediately engages in his friend's quarrel, and 
executes his requeſt even beyond his expectation. 
The rural ſimplicity neglected by Pope, and admired 
in Philips, was found in its true guiſe only in the 
Shepherd's Week. Here only Nature was ſcen ex- 
actly ſuch as the country affordeth, and the manner 
meetly copied from the ruſtical folk therein. This 
exquiſite piece came out in 1714, wich a dedication 
to Lord Bolingbroke, 
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In the mean-time, ſo noble a way of ſerving his 
friend was the ſure way of ſerving himſelf. The moſt 
promiſing views opened to him at court ; he was ca- 
reſſed by ſome leading perſons in the miniſtry, and 
his patroneſs rejoiced to ſee him taken from her houſe 
to attend the Earl of Clarendon, as Seeretary in his 
embaſſy to the court of Hanover the ſame year. But 
whatever were his hopes from this newadvancement, 
it is certain they begun and ended almoſt together; 
for Queen Anne died in fifteen daysafter their arrival 
at Hanover. However this did not prove an irrepa- 
rable loſs; his preſent ſituation made him perſonally 
known to the ſucceeding Royal family, and, returning 
home, he made a proper uſe of it, in a handſome 
compliment on the Princeſs of Wales, conſort to his 
Majeſty King George II. at her arrival in England“. 
This addreſs procured him a favourable admittance 
at the new court, and that raiſing a new flow of ſpi- 
Tits, he wrote his incomparable farce, The What D' ye 
Call it, which was brought upon the ſtage before the 
end of the ſeaſon, and honoured with their Royal 
Highneſſes preſence, The profits likewiſe brought 
ſome uſeful recruits to his fortune, and his poetical 
merit heing endeared by the ſweetneſs and ſincerity 
of his nature, procured him an eaſy acceſs to perſons 
of the firſt diſtinction, and he paſſed his time among 


* See his Epiſile to a Lady, occaſioned by the arrival of her 
Roya; Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales. 
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the great with much ſatisfaction, notwithſtanding the 
baulk of his expectation of ſome ſubſtantial favour 
from the new court, where he met with nothing better 
than a ſmile. In 1/0, he made a viſit to his native 
eountry at the expenſe of Lord Burlington, and he 
paid his Lordſhip with an humorous account of the 
journey. The like return was made for Mr. Pulteney's 
(late Earl of Bath) favour, who took him in his com- 
pany the following year to Aix in France“. 

This jaunting about, with ſome decent appoint» 
ments, was one of the higheſt reliſhed pleaſures of Mr. 
Gay'slifef, and never failed of calling forth his Muſe. 
Soon after his return from France he introduced to 
theſtageTheThreeHoursafter Marriage. His friends, 
Mr. Pope and Dr. Arbuthnot, had both a hand in 
this performance, and the two principal characters 
were acted by two of the beſt comediansat that time; 
yet, with all theſe helps and advantages, it'was very 
zl received, if not condemned the firſt night f. Our 
Author ſtood the brunt with an unuſual degree of 
magnanimity, which feems to have been inſpired by 
a hearty regard for his partners, eſpecially Mr. Pope, 


They are both printed in the Works. This laſt ſhews on 

hich ſidę his friends lay, for Mr. Pulteney had refigned his 
place of Secretary of war in April preceding. Salmon's Chron. 

it. anno 1717. 

+ This foible is rallied by Dean Swift, with his uſual kind ſe» 
rerity to our Author. See Letters xlix. and Ivii. in Pope's 

'orks, vol. ix. 

t Cibber's Lives of the Poets, who obſerves, the two players 
cre Johnſon and Mrs, Oldficld, 


Ce . — — 


who wasgreatlyaffeRed with it. Mr. Gaycontinued, 
as before, to mix with quality, and fo encircled ſtood 
invulnerable. In 1718 he accompanied Mr. Pope to 
the Lord Harceurt's feat in Oxfordſhire, where they 
clubbed wits in conſecrating to poſterity the death of 
two ruſtical lovers, unfortunately killed in the neigh- 
bouring fields by a ſtroke of lightning *. 

in £74c herecruited his purſe again by a handſome 
ſubſcription to his Poems, which he collected and 
printed intwo vols.quarto: but falling into the general 
infatuation of that remarkable year, heloſtall his for- 
tune in the South - ſea ſcheme, and conſequently all 
His ſpirits, In reality this ſtroke had almoſt proved 
fatal to him: he was ſciz'd with a violent colick, and 
after languiſhing ſome time, removed, in 1722, to 
Hampſtead, for the benefit of the air and waters; but 
dy the aſſiſtance of Dr. Arbuthnot, who conſtantly 
attended him, at length he recovered, and ſet about 
writing histragedy called The Captives, which, when 
finiſhed, he had the honour of reading, from the ma- 
nuſcript, to Queen Caroline, then Princeſs of Wales, 
in 1724. Her Royal Highneſs alſo promiſed him fur- 
ther marks of her favour, if he would write ſome 
Fables in verſe for the uſe ofthe Duke of Cumberland, 
Accordingly he undertook the taſk, and publiſhed 
the Fables in 1726, with a dedication to that Prince. 
All this was done againſt the advice of Mr. Pope, the 

* See Mr, Gav's letter to Elijah Fenton, in Biogyr, Brit. 
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Duke being then only an infant; and the reſult hap- 
pened as that friend preſaged, to be very diſagree- 
able to him“. 

Upon the acceſſion of his late Majeſty to the throne, 
he was offered the place of gentleman-uſher to the 
then youngeſt princeſs, Louiſa, a poſt which hethought 
beneath his acceptance}, and, reſenting the offer as 
an affront, in that ill humour with the court he wrote 
the famous Beggars Opera, which being brought upon 
the ſtage in the beginning of November 1727, was re- 
ceived with greater applauſe than hade ver been known 
on any occaſion : for beſides being ated in London 
ſixty-three nights, without interruption, and renewed 
the next ſeaſon with ſucceſs, it ſpread into all the 
great towns of England, was played in many places 
tothe thirtieth and fortieth time; at Bath and Briſtol 
fifty, Cc. lt made its progreſs into Wales, Scotland, 
and Ireland, where it was performed twenty-four 
nights ſucceſſively; and, laſtly, was acted in Minorca. 
The ladies carried about with them the favouriteſongs 
of it in fans, and houſes were furniſhed with it in 
ſcreens. The fame of it was not confined to the Au- 
thor only, the perſon who acted Polly, tillthen obſcure, 
being all at once the favourite of the Town; her pic» 


Dean Swift obſerves, that in the Fables he was thought to- 
ve ſumething too bold with the court. Intelligencer, No. 111. 
+ ite excuſed himſelf, as being too far advanced in lite. 
Dean Switt is very merry upon it, and obſerves to him, that 


O. Cromwell did nut begin to appear till he was older. Bids 
Lett. xxiæ. 


* — - 
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tures were engraved, and ſold in great numbers; her 
Efe written; books of letters and verſes to her pub- 
liſhed, and pamphlets made of her ſayings and jeſts*; 
and, to crown all, after being the mother of ſeveral 
zntinuptial children, ſhe obtained the title and rank 
of a Ducheſs by marriage. There is ſcarcely, if at all, 
to be found in hiſtory an example where a private 
ſubject, undiſtinguiſhed either by birth or fortune, 
kad it in his power to feaſt his reſentment ſo richly 
at the expenſe of his ſovereign. But this was not all; 
ke went on in the ſame humour, and caſt a Second 
Part in the like · ſaſioned mould; which, being exclu- 


ded from the Rage by the Lord Chamberlain, he was 


encouraged to print with the title of Polly, by ſub- 
ſcription, and this, too, conſidering the powers em- 
ployed againſt it, was incredibly large f. Neither yet 
did it end here. The Duke and Ducheſs of Queenſ- 
berry took part in reſenting the indignity put upon 
him by this laſt act of power, reſigned their reſpective 
places at court, took our author into their houſe and 
family, and treated him with all the endearing kind- 
neſs of an intimate and much- beloved friend. 

Theſe noble additions to his fame, his fortune, and 
kis friendſhips, inſpired kim with freſh vigour, raiſed 
him to a degree of confidence and aſſurance, and he 


* Swift's Intelligencer, No. 111. 

It was (aid, that he got more this way than he could have 
gone by a bare theatrical repreſentation. Cibber, the father, 
in nis {ology p. 144. 1. 
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was even prompted to think that The Wife of Bath, 
deſpiſed and rejected as it had been *, might, with 
fome improvements which he could now give it, be 
made to taſte the ſweets of this happy change in his 
fortune. In this temper he re viſed and altered it, and 
brought it again new dre ſſed upon the ſtage in 1729, 
but had the mortification to ſee all his ſanguine hopes 
of its ſucceſs blaſted: it raet with the fame fate in the 
playhouſe as formerly. This rebuff happened in 
March 17 29,-39; and thereupon the evilſpirit of Me- 
lancholy entered into him, which, with the return of 
his conſtitutional diſtemper, the colick, gave a new 
edge to the ſenſe of his diſappointments at Court with 
reſpect to the Beggars Opera. Iii that ſatire he had, 
it ſeems, flattered himſelf with the hopes of awing 
the court into a diſpoſition to take him into favour, 
in the view of its being neceſſary to keep ſo powerful 
2 pen in good humour, and engaging it on their ſide. 

Tuis laſt refinement upon his miſery, added to the 
former indignities, threw him into a dejection, which 
ne in vain endeavoured to remove by another tour in- 
to Somerſetſhire in 1731. In ſhort, he grew incurable: 
hut the ſtate both of his body and mind cannot be ſa 
tat ist actot ily defcribed as it is in his own account of 
co Mr, Pope. My melancholy (fays he) increaſes, 
* andevery hour threatens me with ſome return of 


g. In 1714, when it was fiſt ated, Cibber's Lives of the 
Poets. 
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„% my diſtemper: nay, I think I may rather ſay T 
« have it on me. Not the divine looks, the kind fa- 
* yours and expreſſions of the divine Ducheſs, who 
s hereafter ſhall be in a place of a queen to me, nay, 
* ſhe ſhall be my queen, nor the inexpreſſible good- 
© neſs of the Duke, can in the leaſt cheer me. The 
% drawingroom no more receives light from theſe 
© two ſtars. There is now (what Milton ſays in Hell) 
e darkncts viſible. O that I had never known what 
* court was, Dear Pope! what a barren ſoil (to me 
&« ſo) have l been ſtriving to produce ſomething out 
* of! Why did not I take your advice before my 
« writing fables for the Duke, not to write them, or 
rather to write them for ſome young nobleman ? 
lt is my hard fate, I muſt get nothing, write for 
* them or againſt them.“ In this diſpoſition, it is no 
wonder that we find him rejecting a propoſal made 
to him by this laſt- mentioned friend in 17 32, of try- 
ing his Muſe upon the Hermitage, then lately built by 
Queen Caroline in Richmond gardens; to which he 
anſwers, with a fixed deſpondency, that he knew 
„ himſelf unworthy of Royal patronage.” 
However, in the ſweetly delightful retirement of 
Amcſbury, à ſeat of his noble patron, near Stone- 
henge, upon Saliſbury plain, he found lucid intervals 
enough to ſiniſh his opera called Achilles, and coming 
with the family to his Grace's houſe in Burlington 
gardens, to paſs the winter ſeaſon, he gave that piece 
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to the playhouſe, and the week after was ſuddenly 
ſeized withaviolentinflammatoryfever,whichending 
in a mortification of his bowels, in three days put a 
period to his life, December 11. 1732, It his ſhort 
illneſs he was attended by two phyſicians, beſides Dr. 
Arbuthnot, who particularly obſerved, that it was the 
moſt precipitate caſe he ever knew; meaning, after 
the fever ſhewed itſelf; for there were prognoſticks 
enough to predict his approaching end long before, 
and he bimſelf was ſenſible of it. In the beginning of 
October he ſent Mr. Pope the laſt gift, as a token to 
be kept in remembrance of his dying friend, decla- 
ring that he found, by many warnings, he had no con- 
tinuing city here. I begin (ſays he) to look upon 
** myſelf as one already dead, and delire, my dear 
Mr. Pope, whom I love as my own foul, if you ſur- 
vive me, as you certainly will, if a ſtone ſhould 
mark the place of my grave, ſee theſe words put 
** upon it; 


Life is a jeſt, and all things ſhow it; 
I thought fo once, but now I know it. 


With what elſe you may think proper.” This 
dying requeſt was executed by that friend with re- 
markable piety*; and the whole epitaph (which is 


ſubjoined to this Life) inſcribed on a very handſome 


* His moral character is particularly inſiſted on; perhaps the 
more, as it had been aſperſed by Jacob in his Zito of the Poetss 
which, however, had been revenged by Pope in the Dunciads 
Ab. Iii. ver. 149, 1509, firſt edition, 

Bij 
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marble monument, erected to his memory by the 
Duke aad Ducheſs of Queenſberry, who took care to 
have his body interred with a ſuitable funeral ſolem- 
nity. The corpſe was brought by the company of Up- 
holders, from his Grace's houſe to Exeter-change in 
the Strand, where, after lying in a very decent ſtate, 
it was drawn ina hearſe trimmed with plumesof black 


and white feathers, attended with three mourning 


coaches and ſix horſes, to Weſtminiter-abbey, at eight 
o'clock in the evening, on the 23d of December. The 


pall was ſupported by the Earl of Cheſterfield, the 


Lord Viſcount Cornbury, the Hon, Mr. Berkeley, 
General Dormer, Mr. Gore, and Mr Pope; the ſer- 
vice being performed by the then Dean, Dr. Wilcox, 
Biſhop of Rocheſter, the choir attending. He was in- 
terred in the South croſs aiſle, againſt the tomb of 
Chaucer, near the place where ſtands his monument. 

The Opera of Achilles was bronghtupon the ſtage 
ſoon after his death, and met with avery good recep- 
tion, which was greatly promoted by the Duke of 
Queenſberry, who was uncommonly aſſiduous in pa- 
tronizing it, and who, as Mr. Pope obſerves, acted in 
this, and every thing elſe, more than the part of 2 
brother to his deceaſed friend. It was alſo through 
the influence of his example that the profits of the 
repreſentation were given by the managers of the 
playhouſe to our Author's two widow ſiſters, Katha- 
tine and Johanna, relicts of Mr. Ballet and Mr, For- 
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teſcue, who, as heirs at law, ſhared his fortune (about 
the ſum of zoccl.) equally between them; which diſ- 
poſition was agreeable to his own defire, and there- 
fore it was that he made no will. Heleft ſeveral ma- 
nuſcripts behind him, ſome of which came into the 
hands of Mr. Pope, who, for that part of them, took 
care, no doubt, (as he promiſed Dean Swift) to ſup- 
preſs ſuch as he judged unworthy of him. A few 
years after his death, there was publiſhed, under his 
name, a comedy called The Diſtreſſed Wife, the ſe- 
cond edition of which was printed in 1740; and in 
1754 there appeared a humorous piece inſcribed to 
bim, with the title of The Rehearſal at Goatham. 


EPITAPH, 


Or manners gentle, of afections mild; 

In wit a man, ſimplicity a child: 

With native humour temp'ring virtuous rage; 

Form'd to delight at once and laſh the age: 

Above temptation in a low eſtate, 

And uncorrupted ev'n amongt the great: 

A ſafe companion and an eaſy friend; 

Unblam'd thro' life, lamented in thy end: 

Theſe are thy honours! Not that here thy buſt 

Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy duſt; 

But that the worthy and the good ſhall ſay, 

Striking their penſive boſoms, lere lies GAY. 
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Then follows this farther inſcription, 


Here lie the aſhes of Mr. joux car, 
The warmeſt friend, 

The moſt benevolent man: 
Who maintained 
Independency 
In low circumſtances of fortune ; 
Integrity 
In the midſt of a corrupt age; 

And that equal ſerenity of mind 
Which conſcious goodneſs alone can give, 
Thro' the whole courſe of his life. 
Favourite of the Muſes, 

He was led by them to every elegant art ; 

- Refin'd in taſte, 

And fraught with graces all his own : 
In various kinds of poetry 
Superiour to many, 

Inferiour to none. 

His Works continue to inſpire 
What his example taught, 
Contempt of folly, however adorned; 
Deteſtation of vice, however dignified; 
Reverence of virtue, however diſgraced. 
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CANTO I. 


Y ov, who the ſweets of rural life have known, 
Deſpiſe th* ungrateful hurry of the Town; 

in Windſor groves your eaſy hours employ, 
And undiſturb'd, yourſelf and Muſe enjoy: 
Thames liſtens to thy ſtrains, and ſilent flows, 5 
And no rude wind thro' ruſtling oſiers blows, 

While all his wond'ring Nymphsaroundthee throng, 
To hear the Syrens warble in thy ſong. 

But I, who ne'er was bleſs'd by Fortune's hand, 
Nor brighten'd ploughſhares in paternal land; 10 
Long in the noiſy own have been immur'd; 
Reſpir'd its ſmoke, and all its cares endur'd; 
Where news and politicks divide mankind, 
And ſchemes of ſtate involve th' uneaſy mind; 
Faction embroils the world, and ev'ry tongue 
Is mov'd by flatt'ry, or with ſcandal hung: 
Friendſhip, for ſylvan ſhades, the palace flies, 
Where all muſt yicld to int'refſt's dearer ties; 
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Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, 

And honeſty forſakes them all by turns; 20 
While calumny upon each party's thrown, 

Which both promote, and both alike diſown. 
Fatigu'd at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe, 

And ſooth'd my haraſs'd mind with ſweet repoſe, 
Where fields, and ſhades, and the refreſhing clime, 25 
Inſpire the ſylvan ſong, and prompt my rhyme. 

My Muſe ſhall rove thro' flow'ry meads and plains, 
And deck with Rural Sports her native ſtrains, 
And the ſame road ambitiouſly purſue, 

Frequented by the Mantuan ſwain and you. 30 

*Tis not that Rural Sports alone invite, 

But all the grateful country breathes delight ; 

Here blooming Health exerts ber gentle ceign, 
And ſtrings the ſine ws of th* induſtrious ſwain. 
Soon as the morning lark ſalutes the day, 35 
Thro' dewy fields I take my frequent way, 

Where | behold the farmer's early care 

In the revolving labours of the year. 

When the freſh Spring in all her ſtate is crown'd, 
And high luxuriant grafs o'erſpreads the gtound, 40 
The lab'rer with the bending ſithe is ſeen 
Shaving the ſurface of the waving green; 

Of all her native pride difrobes the land, 

And meads lays waſte before his ſweeping hand; 
While with the mounting ſun the meadow glows, 45 
The fading herbage round he looſcly throws; 
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ut if ſome ſign portend a laſting ſhowꝰ'r, 
h experienc'd ſwain foreſees the coming hour, 
lis ſunburut hands the ſcatt'ring fork forſake, 
\nd ruddy damſels ply the ſaving rake; 50 
n rifing hills the fragrant har veſt grows, 
5 And ſpreads along the field in equal rows. 
Now when the height of heav'n bright Phœbus gains, 
\nd level rays cleave wide the thirſty plains, 
'hen heifers ſeek the ſhade and cooling lake, 53 
and in the middle pathway baſks the ſnake, 
, O lead me, guard me from the ſultry hours! 
Hide me, ye Foreſts! in your cloſeſt bow'rs: 
Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwines, 
And with the beech a mutual ſhade combines; 60 
Where flows the murm'ring brook, inviting dreams, 
| Where bord'ring hazel overhangs the ſtreams, 
Whoſe rolling current winding round and round, 
With frequent ſails makes all the wood reſound, 
Upon the moſſy couch my limbs I caſt, 65 
And ev'n at noon the ſweets of ev'ning taſte. 
) Here I peruſe the Mantuan's Georgick ſtrains, 
And learn the labours of Italian ſwains; | 
In ev'ry page I ſee new landſeapes riſe, 
And all Heſperia opens to my eyes. 70 
I wander o'er the various rural toil, 
| And know the nature of each different ſoil: 
This waving field is gilded o'er with corn, 
That ſpreadiag trees with bluſhing fruit adorn ; 
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Here I ſurvey the purple vintage grow, | 7; 
Climb round the poles, and riſe in graceful row: 
Now I behold the ſteed curvet and bound, 
And paw with reſtleſs hoof the ſmoking ground : 
The dewlap'd bull now chafes along the plain, 
While burning love ferments in ev'ry vein; 80 
His well-arm'd front againſt his rival aims, 

And by the dint of war his miſtreſs claims: 

The careful inſet *midſt his works | view, 

Now from the flow'rs exhauſt the fragrant dew; 
With golden treaſures load his little thighs, 85 
And ſteer his diſtant journey thro' the ſkies; 
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Some againſt hoſtile drones the hi ve defend, Oc 
Others with ſweets the waxen cells diſtend ; Thi 
Each in the toil his deſtin'd office bears, WI 


And in the little bulk a mighty ſoul appears, 90 An 
Or when the ploughman leaves the taſk of day, My 


And trudging homeward whiſtles on the way; An 
When the big-udder'd cows with patience ſtand, 
Waiting the ſtrokings of the damſel's hand; 80 
No warbling cheersthe woods; the feather'd choir 95 WI 
To court kind ſlumbers to their ſprays retire; An 
When no rude gale diſturbs the ſleeping trees, No 
Nor aſpen leaves confeſs the gentleſt breeze; Bu 
Engag' d in thought, to Neptune's bounds | ſtray, TI 
To take my farewell of the parting day; 100 F. 
Far in the deep the ſun his glory hides, . 
A ſtreak of gold the ſea and {ky divides; w 


nfo 1, 


90 


[OD 


Canto J. RURAL SPORTS, | 23 


he purple clouds their amber linings ſhow, 

and edg'd with flame rolls ev'ry wave below; 

ere penſive | behold the fading light, rog 

and o'er the diſtant billow loſe my ſight. 

Now Night in filent ſtate begins to riſe, 

and twinkling orbs beſtrow th' uncloudy ſkies; 

er borrow'd luſtre growing Cynthia lends, 

and on the main a glitt'ring path extends; 110 

Millions of worlds hang in the ſpacious air, 

Which round their ſuns their annual circle ſteer; 

Sweet contemplation elevates my ſenſe, 

While | ſurvey the works of Providence. 

O conld the Muſe in loftier ſtrains rehearſe, 115 

The glorious Author of the univerſe, 

Who reins the winds, gives the vaſt ocean bounds, 

And circumſcribes the floating worlds their rounds, 

My ſoul ſhould overflow in ſongs of praiſe, 

And my Creator's name inſpire my lays! 120 
As in ſucceſſive courſe the ſeaſons roll, 

So circling pleaſures recreate the ſoul; 

When genial Spring a living warmth beſtows, 

And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 

No ſwelling inundation hides the grounds, 125 

But cryſtal currents glide within their bounds; 

The finny brood their wonted haunts forſake, 


Float in the ſun, and ſkim along the lake; 


With frequent leap they range the ſhallow ſtreams, 
Their ſilver coats reflect the dazzling beams; 130 
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Now let the fiſherman his toils prepare, 
And arm himſelf with ev'ry wat'ry ſnare; 
His hooks, his lines, peruſe with carefal eye, 
Increaſe his tackle, and his rod retie. 

When floating clonds their ſpongy flezces drain, 13 
Troubling the ſtreams with fwift-deſcending rain, 
And waters tumbling down the mountain's ſide, 
Bear the looſe ſoil into the ſwelling tide, “ 

Then, foon as vernal gales begin to riſe, 

And drive the liquid burden thro' the ſcies, 140 
The fiſher to the ncighb'ring current ſpeeds, 

Whoſe rapid ſurſace purls, unknown to weeds; 
Upon a r:fing bordep of the brook : 

He fits him down, and ties the treach'rous hook ; 
Now expectaticn cheers his eager thought, 145 
His boſom glows with treaſures yet uncaught; 
Before his eyes a banquet ſcems to ſtand, 

Where ev'ry gueſt applauds his ſxilful hand. 

Far up the flream the twiſted hair he throws, 
Which down the murm'ring current gently flows; 
When if or chance or hunger's pow'rful fway 13 
DiceAs the roving trout this fatal way, 


He greedily ſucks in the twining bait, 


And tugs and nibbles the tallacious meat: 

Now, happy Fiſherman! now twitch the line! 155 
How thy rod bends! behold, the prize is thine! 

Caſt on the bank, he dies with gaſping pains, 

And trickling bloed his ſilver mail diltains, 
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You mult not ev'sy worm promiſcuous uſe; 
Judgment will tell thee proper bait to chuſe; 160 
The worm that draws a long immod'rate ſize 
The trout abhors, and the rank morſel flies; 
And if too ſmall, the naked fraud 's in ſight, 
And fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 
Thoſe baits will beſt reward the fiſner's pains, 165 
Whoſe poliſh” d tails a ſhining yellow ſtains: 
Cleanſe them fron filth, to give a tempting gloſs, 
Cheriſh the ſully'd reptile race with moſs; 
Amid the verdant bed they twine they toil, 
And from their bodies wipe their native foil. 170 
But when the ſun diſplays his glorious beams, 
And ſhallow rivers flow with ſilver ſtreams, 
Then the deceit the ſcaly breed ſurvey, 
Baſk in the fun, and look into the day: 
You now a more deluſive art muſt try, 4 +859 
Aud tempt their hunger with the curious fly. 
To frame the little animal, provide 
All the gay hues that wait on female pride: 
Let Nature guide thee ; ſometimes golden wire 
"The ſhining bellies of the fly require; 180 
The peacock's plumes thy tackle muſt not fail, 
Nor the dear purchaſe of the fable's tail. 
Lach gaudy bird ſome ſlender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing infect proper wings: 


Silks of all colours muſt their aid impart, 185 


And ev'ry fur promote the fiſher's art. 
Voluimel. S 


26 
So the gay lady, with expenſive care, 


Borrows the pride of land, of ſea, and air; 


Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glitt'ring thing diſplays, 
190 | 


Dazzles our eyes, and eaſy hearts betrays. 
Mark well the various ſeaſons of the year, 

How the ſucceeding infect race appear; 

In this revolving moon one colour reigns, 

Which in the next the fickle trout diſdains. 

Oft' have I ſeen a ſkilful angler try 

The various colours of the treach'rous fly; 
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When he with fruitleſs pain hath ſcimm'd the brook, 


And the cov fith rejects the ſkipping hook, 


He ſhakes the boughs that on the margin grow, 


Which o'er the ſlream a waving foreſt throw, 
When if an inſect fall, (his certain guide) 

He gently takes him from the whirling tide, 
Examines well his form with curious eyes, 
His gaudy veſt, his wings, his horns, and ſize; 
Then round his hook the choſen fur he winds, 
And on the back a ſpeckled feather binds; 

So juſt the colours ſhine thro' ev'ry part, 
That Nature ſeems to live again in Art. 

Let not thy wary ſtep advance too near, 
While all thy hope hangs on a ſingle hair; 
The new-form'd inſe& on the water moves, 


The ſpeckled trout the curious ſnare approves; 


Upon the curling ſurface let it glide, 
With nat'ral motion from thy hand ſupply'd, 
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Againſt the ſtream now let it gently play, 215 
Now in the rapid eddy roll away: 
The ſcaly ſhoals float by, and, ſeiz'd with fear, 
Behold their fellows toſt in thinner air; 
But ſoon they leap, and catch the ſwimming bait, 
Plunge on the hook, and ſhare an equal fate. 220 

When a briſk gale againſt the current blows, 
And all the wat'ry plain in wrinkles flows, 
Then let the fiſherman his art repeat, 
Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit. 
If an enormous ſalmon chance to ſpy 225 
The wanton errours of the floating fly, 
He lifts his ſilver gills above the flood, 
And greedily ſucks in th* unfairhful food, 
Then downward plunges with the fraudful prey, 
And bears with joy the little ſpoil away: 230 
Soon in ſmart pain he feels the dire miſtake, 
Laſhes the wave, and beats the foamy lake 
With ſudden rage he now aloft appears, 
And in his eye convulſive anguiſh bears; 
And now again, impatient of the wound, 235 
He rolls and wreaths his ſhining body round; 
Then headlong ſhoots beneath the daſhing tide, 
The trembling fins the boiling wave divide: 
Now hope exalts the fiſher's beating hearr, 
Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 240 
He views the tumbling fiſh with longing eyes, 
While the line ſtretches with th' unwieldy prize; 

C ij 
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Each motion bumours with his ſteady hands, 
And one flight hair the mighty bulk commands; 
Till tiz'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all his ſtrength, 245 
The game athwart the ſtream unfolds his length, 
He now, with pleaſure, views the gaſping prize 
Gnaſh his ſharp teeth, and roll his bloodſhot eyes 
Then draws him to the ſhore with artful care, 
And lifts bis noſtrils in the fick*ning air: 250 
Upon the burden'd ſtream he floating lies. 
Stretches his quivꝰ ring fins, and gaſping dies. 

Would you preſerve a num rous ſinny race ? 
Let your fierce dogs the rav naus otter chaſe: 
Th' amphibious monſter ranges all the ſnores, 255 
Darts thro" the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores: 
Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, 
And ſave from hoſtile jaws the ſcaly prey. 

[ never wender where the dord'ring reeds 
O'erlook tke muddy ſtream, whoſe tangling weeds 
Perplex the ſiſher; I nor chuſe to bear 261 
The thieviſh nightly net nor barbed ſpear; 

Nor drain I ponds, the golden carp to take, 

Nor trow'l for pakes, diſpeoplers of the lake. 
Around the ſterl no tortur d worm ſhall twine, 265 
No blood of living inſect ſtain my line: 

Let me, leſs cruel, caſt the feather'd hook, 

With pliant rad 2thwart the pebbled brook, 

Silent along the mazy margin ſtray, 

And with the fur-wtozght fly delude the prey. 270 
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Now, ſporting Muſe ! draw in the flowing reins, 
Leave the clear ſtreams awhile for ſunny plains. 
Should you the various arms and toils rehearſe, 

And all the fiſhermen adora thy verſe; 

Should you the wide-encircling net diſplay, 275 
And in its ſpacious arch encloſe the ſea, 

Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 

And with the ſole and turbot hide the ſand, 

It would extend the growing theme too long, 

And tire the reader with the wat'ry ſong. 289 

Let the keen hunter from the chaſe refrain, 

Nor render all the ploughman's labour vain, 

When Ceres pours out plenty from her horn, 

And clothes the fields with golden cars of corn. 
Now, now, ye Reapers! to your taſk repair; 28 
Haſte, ſave the product of the bounteous year: 

To the wide-gath'ring hook long furrows yield, 
And riſing ſheavesextend thro' all the field. 

Yet if for ſylvan ſports thy boſom glow, | 
Let thy fleet greyhound urge his flying foe. 290 
With what delight the rapid courſe | view! 

How does my eye the circling race purſue! 

He ſnaps deceitful air with empty jaws, 

The ſubtle hare darts ſwift beneath his paws; 
Oz 
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She flies, he ſtretches: now with nimble bound 295 

Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground: 

She turns, he winds, and ſoon regains the way, 

Then rears with gory mouth the [creaming prey. 

What various ſport does rural life afford! 

What anbought dainties heap the wholeſome board 
Nor leſs the ſpaniel ſcilful to betray, 301 

Rewards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 

dgon as the lab'ring horſe, with ſwelling veins, 

Hath ſafely hous'd the farmer's doubtful gains, 

Lo ſweet repaſt th? unwary partridge flies, 305 

With joy amid the ſcatter'd harveſt lies; 

Wand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets, 

Nor dreads the ſlav'ry of entangling nets. 

The ſubtle dog ſcours with ſagacious noſe 

Along the field, and ſnuffseach breeze that blows; 310 

Againſt the wind he takes his prudent way, 

While the ſtrong gale direQs him to the prey: 

Now the warm ſcent affures the covey near, 

He treads with caution, and he points with fear; 

Then (leſt ſome ſentry fowl the fraud deſcry, 315 

And bid his fellows from the danger fly) 

Cloſe to the ground in expeRation lies, 

ill in the ſnare the flutt'ring covey riſe. 

Soon as the bluſhing light begins to ſpread, 

And glancing Phæœbus gilds the mountain's head, 3 20 

His early flight th' ill-fated partridge takes, 

And quits the friendly ſhelter of the brakes; 
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Or when the ſun caſts a declining ray, 

And drives his chariot down the weſtern way, 

Let your ohſequious ranger ſearch around, 325 

Where vellow ftubble withers on the ground: 

Nor will the roving ſpy direct in vain, 

But num'rous covies gratify thy pain. 

When the meridian ſun contracts the ſhade, 

And friſking heifers ſeek the cooling glade ; 330 

Or when the country floats with ſudden rains, 

Or driving miſts deface the moiſt 'ned plains, 

In vain his toils th* unſkilful fowler tries, 

While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 
Nor muſt the ſporting verſe the gun forbear, 335 

But what 's the fowler's be the Mule's care. 

Sce how the well-taught pointer leads the way: 

The ſcent grows warm; he ſtops; he ſprings the prey: 

The flutt'ring covies from the ſtubble riſe, 

Aad on ſwift wing divide the ſounding ſkies; 340 

The ſcatt'ring lead purſues the certain ſight, 

Aud death in thunder overtakes their flight. 

Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter's hand 

Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land; 

Now to the copſe thy leſſer ſpaniel take, 345 

Teach him to range the dirch and force the brake; 

Nor cloſeſt coverts can protect the game: 

Hark ! the dog opens; take thy certain aim: 

The woodcock futters; how he wav'ring flies! 

he wood reſounds ; he wheels, he drops, he dies. 
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The tow' ring hawk let future poets ſing, 351 
Who terrour bears upon his ſoaring wing: 


Let them on high the frighted hern ſurvey, 


And lofty numbers paint their airy fray, 
Nor ſhall the mounting lark the Muſe detain, 355 
That greets the morning with his early ſtrain; 
When, midſt his ſong, the ewinkling glaſs betrays; 
While from each angle flaſh the glancing rays, g 
And in the ſun the tranſient colours blaze, 
Pride lures the little warbler from the ſkies: 360 
The light-enamour'd bird deluded dies. 

But ſtill the chaſe, a pleaſing talk, remains; 
The hound muſt open in theſe rural ſtrains, 
Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 
And edges eaſtern clouds with roſy light, 365 
The healthy huntſman, with the cheerful horn, 
Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled Morn ; 
Ihe jocund thunder wakes th' enliven'd hounds, 
They rouſe from ſleep, and anſwer ſounds for ſounds : 
Wide thro' the furzy field their route they take, 370 
Their bleeding boſoms force the thorny brake: 
The flying game their ſmoking noſtrils trace, 
No bounding hedge obſtructs their eager pace 
The diſtant mountains echo from afar, 
And hanging woods reſound the flying war: 375 
The tuneful noiſe the ſprightly courſer hears, 
Paws the green turf, and pricks his trembling ears: 
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The flacken'd rein now gives him all his ſpeed, 

Back flies the rapid ground beneath rhe ſteed; 

Hills, dales, and foreſts, far behind remain, 380 
Whilethe warmſcentdraw son thedeep-mouth'dtrain, 
W here ſhall the trembling hare a ſhelter find? 
Hark! death advances in each guſt of wind! 

New ſtratagems and doubling wiles ſhe tries, 

Now circling turns, and now at large ſhe flies, 3Bg 
Till, ſpent at laſt, ſhe pants and heaves for breath, 
Then lays her down, and waits devouring death. 

But tay, advent'rous Muſe! haſt thou the force 

To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horſe? 

To keep thy ſeat unmov'd haſt thou the ſkill, 399 
O'er the high gate and down the headlong hill ? 
Canſt thou the ſtag's laborious chaſe direct, 

Or the ſtrong fox thro? all his arts detect? 

The theme demands a more experienc'd lay; 

Ye mighty Hunters! ſpare this weak eſſay. 395 

O happy Plains! remote from war's alarms, 

And all the ravages of hoſtile arms 

And happy Shepherds! who, ſecure from * 

On open downs preſerve your fleecy care! 
Whoſe ſpacious barns groan with increaſing ſtore, 
And whirling flails disjoint the cracking floor: 401 
No barh'rous ſoldier, bent on cruel ſpoil, 

Spreads deſolation o'er your fertile ſoil; 

No trampling ſteed lays waſte the ripen'd grain, 

Nor crackling fires devour the promis'd gain; 405 
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No flaming beacons caſt their blaze afar, 
The dreadful ſignal of invaſive war; 
No trumpet's clangour wounds the mother's ear, 
And calls the lover from his ſwooning fair, 
What happineſs the rural maid attends, 410 
In cheerful labour while cach day ſhe ſpends! 
She gratefully receives what Heav'n has ſent, 
And, rich in poverty, enjoys content: 
(Such happineſs, and ſuch unblemiſh'd fame, 
Ne'er glad the boſom of the courtly dame) 
She never feels the ſpleen's imagin'd pains, 415 
Nor melancholy ſtagnates in her veins; 
She never loſes life in thoughtleſs eaſe, 
Nor on the velvet couch invites diſeaſe; 
Her homeſpun dreſs in ſimple neatneſs lies, 420 
And for no glaring equipage ſhe ſighs: 
Her reputation, which is all her boaſt, 
In a malicious viſit ne'er was Joſt : 
No midnight maſquerade her beauty wears, 
And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs, 425 
If lave's ſoft paſſion in her boſom reign, 
An equal paſſion warms her happy ſwain. 
No homebred jars her quiet ſtate control, 
Nor watchful jealouſy torments her ſoul : 
With ſecret joy ſhe ſees her little race 430 
Hang on her breaſt, and her ſmall cottage grace ; 
The fleecy ball their little fingers cull, 
Or from the ſpindle draw the length'ning wool, 
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Thus flow her hours with conſtant peace of mind, 
Till age the lateſt thread of life unwind, 435 
Ye happy Fields! unknown to noiſe and ſtrife, 

The kind rewarders of induſtrious life; 

ve ſhady Woods! where once I us'd to rove, 
Alike indulgent to the Muſe and love; 
Ye murm'ring Streams! that in meanders roll, 440 
The ſweet compoſers of the penſive ſoul, 
Farewell. — The City calls me from your bow'rs: 


Farewell amuſing thoughts and peaceful hours, 443 
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Thus flow her hours with conſtant peace of mind, 

Till age the lateſt thread of life unwind, 435 
Ye happy Fields! unknown to noiſe and ſtrife, 

The kind rewarders of induſtrious life; 

Ye ſhady Woods! where once I us'd to rove, 

Alike indulgent to the Muſe and love; 

Ye murm'ring Streams! that in meanders roll, 440 

The ſweet compoſers of the penſive ſoul, 

Farewell. — The City calls me from your bow'rs x 

Farewell amuſing thoughts and peaceful hours, 443 
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2 Advertiſement. 


THE world, I believe, will tale fo little notice of me, 
that I need not take much of it, The criticks may ſee by 
this Poem that I 2walk on foot, which probably may ſave 
me from their envy. I ſhould be ſorry to raiſe that paſ- 

fron in men whom I am ſo much obliged to, fince they al- 
low me an honour hitherto only ſoewwn to better writers, 
that of denying me to be the author of my owun works. 

Gentlemen, if there be any thing in this Poem good enough 

| to diſpleaſe you, and if it be any advantage to you to a- 

| ſeribe it to ſome perſon of greater merit, I ſtull acquaint 

you for your comfort that, among many other obligations, I 

1 owe ſeveral bints of it to Dr. Swift : and if you will ſo 

far continue your favour as to zvrite againſt it, I beg 

you to oblige me in accepting the following motto; 


Non tu, in triviis, indocte, ſolebas 
Stridenti, miſerum, Ri pun, diſperdere carmen? 
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TRIVIA. 


BOOK l. 
Of the implements for woalting the fireets, and ſigns of 


the weather. 


Turoven winter ſtreets to ſteer your courſe aright, 
How to walk clean by day, and ſafe by night, 
How joſtling crowds, with prudence to decline, 
Vhen to aſſert the wall, and when reſign, 
] ſing ; thou Trivia! goddeſs aid my ſong, 5 
I'hro' ſpacious ſtreets conduct thy bard along; 
Ey thee tranſported, I ſecurely ſtray 
Where winding alleys lead the doubtful way, 
The ſilent court and op'ning {quare explore, 
And long perplexing lanes untrod before. 10 
To pave thy realm, and ſmooth the broken ways, 
Earth from her womd a flinty tribute pays; 
For thee the ſturdy paver thumps the ground, 
Whilſt ev'ry ſtroke his lab'r ing lungs reſound; 
Vor thee the ſcavenger bids kennels glide T5 
Within their bounds, aud heaps of dirt ſubſide, 
My youthful boſom burns with thirſt of fame, 
Fram the great theme ro build a glorious name, 
To tread in paths to ancient bards unknown, 
And bind my temples with a Civick crown; 20 
But more, my country's love demands the lays, 
My country's be the profit, mine the praiſe, 
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When the black youth at choſen ſtands rejoice, 
And Clean your ſhoes reſounds from ev'ry voice; 
When late their miry ſides ſtagecoaches ſhow, 25x 
And their ſtiff horſes thro' the Town move flow; 
When all the Mall in leafy ruin lies, 

And damſels firſt renew their oyſter cries, 

Then let the prudent Walker ſhoes provide, 

Nat of the Spaniſh or Morocco hide 30 
The wooden heel may raiſe the dancers bound, 
And with the ſcallop'd top his ſtep be crown'd; 

Let firm welk-hammer'd foles protect thy feet 

Thro' freezing ſnows, and rains, and ſoaking fleet. 
Should the big laft extend the ſhoe too wide, 35 
Each ſtone will wrench th' unwary ſtep aſide; 

The ſudden turn may ſtretch the ſwelling vein, 

Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ankle ſprain; 

And when too ſhort the modeſt ſhoes are worn, 

You Il judge the feaſons by your ſhouting corn, 40 

Nor ſhould it prove thy leſs important care 
To chuſe a proper coat for winter's wear. 

Now in thy trunk thy D'Oily habit fold, 
The ſilken drugget ill can fence the cold; 
The freeze's ſpongy nap is ſoak'd with rain, 45 
And ſhow'rs ſoon drench the camblet's cockled grain, 


True Witney * broad cloth, with its ſhag unſhorn, 


Unpierc'd is in the laſting tempeſt worn: 


A ton in Oxfordſhire. 
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Be this the horſeman's fence; for who would wear 


Amid the Town the ſpoils of Ruſfia's bear? 


Within the roquelaure's claſp thy hands are pent, 


50 


Hands that ſtretch'd forth invading harms prevent. 


Let the loop'd Bavaroy the fop embrace, 

Or his deep cloak beſpatter'd o'er with lace; 
That garment heſt the winter's rage defends 
Whoſe ſhapeleſs form in ample plaits depends; 
By various names * in various counties known, 
Yet held in all the true Surtout alone; 

Be thine of kerſey firm, tho' ſmall the coſt, 


SS 


Then brave unwet the rain, unchill'd the froſt. 60 


If the ſtrong cane ſupport thy walking hand, 
Chairmen no longer ſhall the wall command: 
Ev'n ſturdy carmen ſhall thy nod obey, 

And rattling coaches ſtop to make thee way: 
This ſhall direct thy cautious tread aright, 
Tho' not one glaring lamp enliven night. 

Let beaus their canes with amber tipt produce, 
Be theirs for empty ſhow, but thine for uſe, 

In gilded chariots while they loll at caſe, 

And lar ily enſure a life's diſraſe; 

While ſofter chairs the tawdry load convey 

To court, to White'sf, aſſemblies, or the play; 
Roſy complexion'd Health thy fteps attends, - 
And exerciſe thy laſting youth defends. 


v. 56.] Whole ample form without dne plait depends. amo 


edit. 1767. 
A Joſeph, a Wrap raſcal, xc. 
+ White's chocolate -houſc in St. James's- Street. 
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Imprudent men Heaven's choiceſt gifts profane, 73 
Thus ſome beneath their arm ſupport the cane; 
The dirty point oft” checks the careleſs pace, 

And miry ſpots thy clean cravat difgrace : 

O! may I never ſuch misfortune meet, 

May no ſuch vicious Walkers crowd the ſtreet; 80 
May Providence o'erſhade me with her wings, 
While the bold Muſe experienc'd dangers ſings. 

Not that I wander from my native home, 

And (tempting perils) foreign cities roam. 

Let Paris be the theme of Gallia's Mufe, 85 
Where Slav'ry treads the ſtreet in wooden ſhoes: 
Nor do l rove in Belgia's frozen clime, 

And teach the clumiy boor to ſkate in rhyme, 
Where, if the warmer clouds in rain deſcend, 

No miry ways induſtrious ſteps offend, 90 
The ruſting flood from floping pavements pours, 
And blackens the canals with dirty ſhow'rs. 

Let others Naples' fmoother ſtreets rehearſe, 

And with proud Roman ſtructures grace their verſe, 
Where frequent murders wake the night with groans, 
And blood in purple torrents dyes the tones 96 
Nor ſhall the Muſe thro* narrow Venice ftray, 
Where gondolas their painted oars diſplay, 

O happy Streets! to rumbling wheels unknown, 

No carts, no coaches, ſhake the floating town! 100 
Thus was of old Britannia's City bleſs'd, 
Ere pride and luxury her ſons poſleſs'd ; 
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Coaches und chariots yet unfaſhion'd lay, 

Nor late - invented chairs perplex d the way: 

Then the proud lady tripp' d along the Town, Tog 

And tuck' d up petticoats ſecur d her gown, 

Her roſy check with diftant viſits glow d, 

And exerciſe unartful charms beſtow'd; 

But ſince in braided gold her foot is bound, | 

And a loag trailing mantua ſweeps the ground, 110 

Her ſhoe diſdains the ſtreet: the lazy fair 

Wich narrow ſtep affects a limping air. 

Now gaudy Pride corrupts the laviſh age, 

And the ſtreets flame with glaring equipage : | 

The tricking gameſter inſolently rides, 115 

With Loves and Graces on his chariot's ſides: 

In ſaucy ſtate the griping broker fits, 

And laughs at honcfty and trudging wits. 

For you, O Honeſt Men! theſe uſeful lays 

The Muſe prepares; I ſeek no other praiſe. 120 

When fleep is firſt diſturb'd by morning cries, 

From ſure prognoſticks learn te know the {k:es, 

L.eſt you of rhe ms and coughs at night complain, 

Surpris'd in dreary fogs or driving rain. 

When ſuffocating miſts abſcure the morn, 1 25 

Let thy worſt wig, long us'd to florms, be worn; 

This knows the powder'd footman, and, with care, 

Beneath his lapping hat ſecures his hair, 

Be thou, for every ſeaſon, juſtly dreſt, 

Ner brave the piercing {ot with open breaſt; x30 
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And when the burſting clouds a deluge pour, 
Let thy furtout deſend the drenching ſhow'r, 

The changing weather certain figns reveal, 
Ere winter ſheds her ſnow, or froſts congeal, 
You *!] ſce the coals in brighter flames aſpire, 135 
And ſulphur tinge with blue the riſing fire; 
Your tender ſhins the ſcorching heat decline, 
And at the dearth of coals the poor repine : 
Before her kitchen hearth the nodding dame, 
In flannel mantle wrapt, enjoys the flame; 140 
Hov'ring, upon her feeble knees ſhe bends, 
And alt around the grateful warmth afcends. 

Nor do leſs certain figns the Town adviſe 
Of milder weather and ferener ſkies. 
The ladies, gaily dreſs'd, the Mall adorn 145 
With various dyes, and paint the ſunny morn; 
The wanton fawns with friſking pleaſure range, 
And chirping ſparrows greet the welcome change: 
Not that their minds with greater {kill are fraught“, 
Endu'd by Inſtinct, or by Reaſon taught; 150 
'The ſeaſons operate on ev'ry brealt z» 
is hence that fawns are briſk, and ladies dreft. 
When on his box the nodding coachman ſnores, 
And dreams of fancy'd fares; when tavern-doors 
The chairmen idly crowd, then ne'er refuſe 155 
Jo truſt thy buſy ſteps in thinner ſhoes. 


* !laud equidem credo quia fit divinitus illis, 
Ingentura, aut rerum ſale prudentia major. Virg. Georg. I, 
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But when the ſwinging ſigns your cars offend » ' 
With creaking noiſe, then rainy floods impend; 
Soon ſhall the kennels ſwell with rapid ſtreams, 
And ruſh in muddy torrents to the Thames. 160 
The bookſeller, whoſe ſhop 's an open ſquare, 
Foreſees the tempeſt, and with early care 
Of learning ſtrips the rails: the rowing crew, 
Jo tempt a fare, clothe all their tilts in blue. 
On hoſiers' poles depending ſtockings ty'd, 163 
Flag with the flacken'd gale from fide to ſide. 
Church-monuments foretel the changing air; 
Then Niobe diſſolves into a tear, 
And ſweats with ſecret grief. You Il hear the ſounds 
Of whiſtling winds ere kennels break their bounds; 
Ungrateful odours common ſewers diffuſe, 171 
And dropping vaults diſtil unwholeſome dews, 
Ere the tiles rattle with the ſmoking ſhow'r, 
And ſpouts on heedleſs men their torrents pour. 

All ſuperſtition from thy breaſt repel. 175 
Let cred'lous boys, and prattling nurſes tell 
How, if the feſtival of Paul be clear, 
Plenty from lib'ral horn ſhall ſtrow the year; 
When the dark ſkies diſſolve in ſnow or rain, 
Ihe lab'ring hind ſhall yoke the ſteer in vain; 180 
But if the threat'ning winds in tempeſts roar, 
Then War ſhall bathe her waſteful ſword in gore. 
How, if on Swithin's feaſt the welkin lours, 
And ev'ry penthouſe ſtreams with haſty ſnow'rs, 
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Twice twenty days ſhall clouds their fleeces drain, 
And waſh the pavements with inceſſant rain. 186 
Let not ſuch vulgar tales debaſe thy mind 
Nor Paul no Swithin rale the clouds and wind. 
If you the precepts of the Mule deſpiſe, 
And flight the faithful warning of the fkies, 190 
Others you Il ſee when all the Town 's afloat, 
Wrapt in th' embraces of a kerſcy coat, 
Or double-button'd freeze; their guarded feet 
Defy the muddy dangers of the ſtrect, 
Whale you, with hat unloop'd, the fury dread 195 
Of ſpouts high ſtreaming, and with cautious tread 
Shun ev'ry daſhing poel ; or idly ſtop, 
To ſeek the kind protection of a ſhop, 
But bus'neſs ſummons ; now with hafty ſcud 
You joſtle for the wall, the ſpatter'd mud 200 
Hides all thy hoſe behind; in vain you ſcour; 
Thy wig, alas! uncurl'd, admits the ſhow r. 
So fierce Alecto's ſnaky rrefics fell, 
When Orpheus charm'd the rig*rous pow'rs of hell; 
Or thus hung Glaucus's beard, with briny dew 20x 
Clotted and ſtrait, when firſt his am'rous view 
Surpris'd the bathing fair; the frighted maid 
Now ſtands a rock, transform'd by Circe's aid. 
Good houſe wives all the winter's rage deſpiſe, 
Defended by the ridinghood's diſpniſe ; 219 
Or, underneath th' umbrella's cily ſhade, 
Safe thro' the wet on clinkir p pattens tread. 
F. 193] Double-bortom'd freeze. 12mo dit. 1767. 
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Let Perſian dames th' umbrella's ribs diſplay, 
To guard their beauties from the ſunny ray; 
Or ſweating ſlaves ſupport the ſhady load, 215 
When caſtern monarchs ſhow their ſtate abroad; 
Britain in winter only knows its aid, 
To guard from chilly ſhow'rs the walking maid. 
But, O! forget not, Muſe ! the patten's praiſe, 
That female implement ſhall grace thy lays; 220 
Say, from what art divine th' invention came, 
And from its origin deduce the name. 

Where Lincoln wide extends her fenny fol, 
A goodly yeoman liv'd, grown white with toi}; - 
One only daughter bleſt his nuptial bed, 225 
Who from her infant hand the poultry ſed: 
Martha (her careful mother's name) ſhe bore, 
But now her careful mother was no more. 
Whilſt on her father's knee the damſel play d, 
Patty he fondly call'd the ſmiling maid; 230 
As years increas'd, her ruddy beauty grew, 
And Patty's fame o'er all the village flew. 

Soon as the gray-ey'd Morning ftreaks the ſkies, 
And in the doubtful day the woodcock flies, 
Her cleanly pail the pretty houſewife bears, 23g 
And ſinging to the diſlant field repairs: 
And when the plains with ev'ning dews are ſpread, 
The milky burden ſmokes upon her head: 
Deep thro' a miry lane ſhe pick'd her way, 
Above her ankle roſe the chalky clay. 240 
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Vulcan by chance the bloomy maiden ſpies, 
With innocence and beauty in her eyes: 
He ſaw, he lov'd; for yet he ne er had known 
Sweet innocence and beauty meet in one. 
Ah! Mulciber! recall thy nuptial vows, 245 
Think on the graces of thy Paphian ſpouſe ; 
Think how her eyes dart inexhauſted charms, 
And canſt thou leave her bed for Patty's arms? 

The Lemnian Pow'r for ſakes the realms above, 
His boſom glowing with terreſtrial love, 250 
Far in the lane a lonely hut he fornd, 

No tenant ventur'd on th* unwholeſome ground. 
Here ſmokes his forge, he bares his ſinewy arm, 

And early ſtrokes the ſounding anvil warm: 
Around his ſhop the ſteelly ſparkles flew, 255 
As for the ſteed he ſhap'd the bending ſhoe. 

When blue-ey'd Patty near his window came, 
His anvil reſts, his forge forgets to flame : 

To hear his ſoothing tales ſhe feigns delays ; 
What woman can reſiſt the forte of praiſe? 260 

At farſt the coily ev'ry kiſs withſtood, 

And all ker cheek was fluſh'd with modeſt blood : 
With heedleſs nails he now ſurrounds ker ſhoes, 

To ſave her ſteps from rains and piercing dews. 

She lik'd his ſoothing tales, his pteſents wore, 265 
And granted kiſſes, but would grant no more. 

Yet winter chill'd her feet, with cold ſhe pines, 
And on her cheek the fading roſe declines; 
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No more her humid eyes their luſtre boaſt, 

And in hoarſe ſounds her melting voiceisloſt. 270 
This Vulcan ſaw, and in his heav'nly thought 

A new machine mechanick fancy wrought, 

Above the mire her ſhelter'd ſteps to raiſe, 

And bear her ſafcly thro' the wintry ways, 

Strait the.new engine on his anvil glows, 273 

And the pale virgin on the patten roſe. 

No more her lungs are ſhook with dropping rheums, 

And on her cheek reviving beauty blooms, 

The gud obtain'd his ſuit: tho' flatt'ry fail, 

Preſents with female virtue muſt prevail. 280 

The patten now ſupports each frugal dame, 

Which from the blue- ey d Patty takes the name. 282 


TRI VIX. 


BOOK II. k 

| Of welking the ſtreets by day. T 

"Tnvs far the Muſe has trac'd, in uſeful lays, S! 

The proper implements for wintry ways; N 

Fas taught the Walker with judicious eyes Y 

To read the various warnings of the ſkies : Ti 

Now venture, Muſe ! from home to range the Town, 5 T] 

And for the publick ſafety riſk thy own. A 

For eaſe and for diſpatch the morning *s beſt ; * 

No tides of paſſengers the ſtreet moleſt: Fr 

You 'll ſee a draggled damſel here and there, Th 

4 From Billingſgate her fiſhy traffick bear: oY 
3 On doors the fallow milkmaid chalks her gains; Bu 

| Ah! how unlike the milkmaid of the plains! Th 

i | Before proud gates attending aſſes bray, Wi 
{ Or arrogate with ſolemn pace the way; To 
7 Theſe grave phyſicians, with their milky cheer, 15 Bui 
#1 The loveſick maid and dwindling beau repair. An 
Here rows of drummers ſtand in martial file, I 
If And with their vellum thander ſhake the pile, Th 
10 To greet the new- made hride. Are ſounds like theſe I Noi 
1 The proper prelude to a ſtate of peace! 29 Joſt 
Now Induſtry awakes her buſy ſons; An 
| Full charg'd with news the breathleſs hawker runs: An 
Shops open, coaches roll, carts ſhake the ground, But 

And all the ſtreets with paſling crics reſound, Anc 
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If cloth'd in black you tread the buſy 'Town, 23 
Or if diſtinguiſh'd by the rev'rend gown, 
Ihree trades avoid. Oft' in the mingling preſs 
The barber's apron ſoils the ſable dreſs : 
Shun the perſumer's touch with eautious eye; 
Nor let the haker's ſtep advance too nigh. 29 
Ye Walkers! too, that youthful colours wear, 
Three ſullying trades avoid with equal care. 
The little chimmeyſweeper ſculks along, 
And marks with footy ſtains the heedleſs throng ; - 
When ſmall-coal murmurs in the hoarſer throat, 35 
From ſmutty dangers guard thy threaten'd coat: 
The duſtman's cart offends thy clothes and eyes, 
When thro' the ſtreet a clond of aſhes flies: 
But whether black or lighter dyes are worn, 
The chandler's baſket on his ſhoulder borne, 40 
With tallow ſpots thy coat : reſign the way, 
To ſhun the furly butcher's greaſy tray; 
Butchers! whoſe hands are dy'dwith blood's foul ſtain, 
And always foremoſt in the hangman's train, 

Let due civilities be ſtrictly paid; 45 
The wall ſurrender to the haoded maid; 
Nor let thy ſturdy elbow's haſty rage 
Joſtle the feeble ſteps of trembling Age: 
And when the porter bends beneath his load, 
And pants for breath, elear thou the crowded road: 30 
But, above all, the groping blind direct, 


And from the preſſing throng the lame protect. 
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Von ll fometimes meet a fop, of niceſt tread, 


Whole mantling peruke veils his empty head: 

At ev'ry ſtep he dreads the wall to loſe, 35 
And riſks to ſave a coach, his red-heel'd ſhoes; 
Him, like the miller, paſs with caution by, 

Leit from his ſhoulder clouds of powder fly : 

But when the bully, with aſſuming pace, 
Cucks his broad hat,edg*droundwithtarniſh'dlace,60 
Yield not the way; defy his ſtrutting pride, 

And thruſt him to the muddy kennel's ſide : 

He never turns a gain, nor dares oppoſe, 

But mutters coward curſes as he goes. 

If drawn by bus'neſs to a ſtreet unknown, 65 
Let the ſworn porter point thee thro” the Town, 
Be ſure obſerve the ſigns, for ſigns remain | 
Like flithful landmarks to the walking train. 

Seck not from *prentices to learn the wav; 
Thoſe ſabling boys will turn thy ſteps aſtray: 70 
Aik the grave tradeſman to direct thee right; 
He nc'er deceives but when he profits by t. 

Where fam'd St. Giles's ancient limics ſpread, 
An inrail'd column rears its lofty head; 
Here to ſev'n ſtreets ſev'n dials count the day, 75 
Aud from each other catch the circling ray: : 
Here oft' the peaſant, with inquiring face, 
Bewilder'd, trudges on from place to place; 
He dwells on ev'ry ſign with ſtupid gaze, 
Eutere the narrow alley's doubtful maze; 80 
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Tries ev*ry winding court and ſtreet in vain, 

And doubles o'er his weary ſteps again. 

Thus hardy Theſeus, with intrepid feet, 

Travers'd the dang'rous labyrinth of Crete; 

But ſtill the wand'ring paſſes forc'd his ſtay, 85 
Till Ariadne's clue unwinds the way. 

But do not thou, like that bold chief, confide 

Thy ventrous footſteps to a female guide; 

She l lead thee with deluſive ſmiles along, 

Dive in thy fob, and drop thee in the throng. 90 

When waggiſh boys the ſtunted beſom ply, 

To rid the ſlabby pavement, paſs not by 

Ere thou haſt held their hands; ſome heedleſs flirt 
Will overſpread thy calves with ſpatt' ring dirt. 
Where porters' hogſheads roll from carts aſlope, 95 
Or brewers down itcep cellars ſtretch the rope, 
Where counted billets are by carmen toſt, 

Stay thy raſh ſtep, and walk without the poſt. 

What tho' the gath'ring mire thy feet beſmear ? 
The voice of Induſtry is always near. 100 
Hark! the boy calls thee to his deſtin'd ſtand, 

And the ſhoe ſhines beneath his oily hand. 
Here let the Muſe, fatigu'd amid the throng, 
Adorn her precepts with digreſſive ſong; 
Of ſhirtleſs youths the ſecret riſe to trace, 105 
And ſho the parent of the ſable race. 

Like mortal man, great Jove(grownfondof change) 
Of old was wont this nether world to range 
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To ſeek amours; the vice the monatch lov'd 

Soon thro the wide ethereal court improv'd, 116 
And ev'n the proudeſt goddeſs now and then 
Would lodge a night among the ſons of men; 

To vulgar deities deſcends the faſhion, 

Each, like her betters, had her earthly paſſion. 
Then Cloacina * (goddeſs of the tide 115 
Whoſe ſable ſtreams beneath the City glide) 
Indulg'd the modiſh flame; the Town ſhe rov'd ; 

A mortal ſcavenger ſhe ſaw; ſhe lov'd; 

The muddy ſpots that dry'd upon his face, 

Like female patches, heighten'd ev'ry grace: 129 
She gaz'd; ſhe ſigh'd: for Love can beauties ſpy 

In what ſeems faults to ev'ry common eye. 


Now had the watchman walk'd his ſecond round, 


When Cloacina hears the rumbling ſound 

Of her brown lover's cart, for well ſhe knows 12 

That pleaſing thunder : ſwift the goddeſs roſe, 

And thro' the ſtreets purſu'd the diſtant noiſe, 

Her boſom panting with expected joys. a 

With the night-wand' ring harlot's airs ſhe paſt, 

Bruſh'd near his fide, and wanton glances caſt: 130 

In the black form of cinder-wench ſhe came, 

When love, the hour, the place, had baniſh'd ſhame; 
* Cloacina was a pdddefs, whoſe image Tatius (a king of the 

Sabines) found in the common ſewer, and not knowing what 

goddeſs it was, he called it Cloacina, from the place in which 


it was found, and paid to it divine honours, Lactant. 1, 20. 
Blinuc. Fel. OR. p. 232. 
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To the dark alley arm in arm they move; 
O may no linkboy interrupt their love! 
When the pale moon had nine times fill'd her ſpace, 
The pregnant goddeſs (cautious of diſgrace) 136 
Deſcends to earth, but tought no midwite's aid, 
Nor midſt her anguiſh-co Lucina pray'd; 
No cheerful goſſip wiſh'd the mother joy; 
* Alone, beneath a bulk, ſhe dropt the boy. 140 
The child thro' various riſks in years improv d; 
At firſt a beggar's brat, compaiſion mov'd; 
His infant tongue ſoon learnt the canting art, 
Knew all the pray'rs and whinesto touch the heart. 
O happy unown'd Youths! your limbs can bear 145 
The ſcorching dogſtar and the winter's air, 
While the rich infant, nurs'd with care and pain, 
Tbirſts with each heat, and coughs with ev'ry rain! 
The goddeſs long had mark'd the child's diſtreſs, 
And long had ſought his ſuff rings to redreſs; 140 
She prays the gods to take the fondling's part, 
To teach his hands ſome beneficial art 
PraQis'd in ſtreets: the gods her ſuit allow'd, 
And made him uſctul to the walking crowd, 
To cicanſe the miry ſeet, and o'er the ſhoe 1435 
With nimble ſkill the gloſſy black renew. 
Each power contributes to relieve the poor: 
the WY With the ſtrong briſtles of the mighty boar 
ich Diana forms his bruſh; the god of Day 
20. A tripod gives, amid the crowded wax 160 
E it 
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To raiſe the dirty foot, and eaſe his toil ; 

Kind Neptune fills his vaſe with fetid oil 

Preſt from th' enormous whale z the god of Fire, 

From whoſe dominions ſmoky clouds aſpire, 

Among theſe generous preſents joins his part, 16g 

And aids with ſoot the new japanning art. 

Pleas'd ſhe receives the gifts; ſhe downward glides, 

Lights in Fleet-ditch, and ſhoots beneath the tides, 
Now dawns the morn, the ſturdy lad awakes, 

Leaps from his ſtall, his tangled hair he ſhakes, 190 

Then leaning o'er the rails, he muſing ſtood, 

And view'd below the black canal of mud, 

Where common ſew'rs a lulling murmur keep, 

Whoſe torrents ruſh from Holborn's fatal ſteep : 

Penſive thro' idleneſs, tears flow'd apace, 175 

Which eas'd his loaded heart, and waſh'd his face; 

At length he ſighing cry'd, That boy was bleſt, 

Whoſe infant lips have drain'd a mother's breaſt ; 

But happier far are thoſe, (if ſuch be known) 

Whom both a father and atnother on: 180 

But I, alas! hard Fortune's utmoſt ſcorn, 

Who ne'er knew parent, was an orphan born! 

Some boys are rich by birth beyond all wants, 

Belov'd by uncles, and kind good old aunts; 

When time comes round, a Chriſtmas box they bear, 

And one day makes them rich for all the year. 186 

Had I the precepts of a father learn'd, 

Perhaps I then the coathman's fare had earn'd ; 
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For leſſer boys can drive : I thitſty ſtand, 
And ſee the flagon charge their hand; 190 
See them puff off the froth, and gulp a main, 
While with dry tongue I lick my lips in vain. 

While thus he fervent prays, the heaving tide 
In widen'd circles beats on either ſide; 
The goddeſs roſe amid the inmoſt round, 195 
With wither' d turnip tops her temples crown's ; 
Low reach d her dripping treſſes, lank, and black 
As the ſmooth jet, or gloſſy ravens back; 
Around her waiſt a circling eel was twin'd, 
Which bound her robe that hung in rags behind: 200 
Now beck'ning to the boy, ſhe thus begun; 
Thy pray'rs are granted; weep no more my ſen : 
Go thrive. At ſome frequented corner ſtand; 
This bruſh | give thee, graſp it in thy hand; 
Temper the ſoot within this vaſe of oil, 2c3 
And let the little tripod aid thy toil: 
On this methinks I ſee the walking crew, 


| At thy requeſt, ſapport the miry ſhoe ; 


The foot grows black that was with dirt imbrown'd, 
And in thy pocket jingling halfpence found. 210 
The goddeſs plunges ſwift beneath the flood, 

And daſhes all around her ſhow'rs of mud: 

The youth ſtraight choſe his poſt; the labour ply'd, 
Where branching ſtreets from Charingcroſs divide; 
His treble voice reſounds along the Meuſe, 215 
And Whitehall echoes Clean your Honour's ſhoes, 
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Like the ſweet ballad, this amuſing lay 
Too long detains the Walker on his way; 
While he attends, new dangers round him throng 
"Che buſy City aſks inſtructive ſong. . 220 
Where elevated o'er the gaping crowd, 
Claſp'd in the board the perjnr'd head is bow'd, 
Betimes retreat; here, thick as hailſtones pour, 
Turnips and half-hatch'd eggs (a mingled ſhow'r) 
Among the rabble rain: ſome random throw 225 
May with the trickling yolk thy cheek o'erflow. 
Tho' expedition bids, yet never ſtray - 
Where no rang'd poſts defend the rugged way. 
Here laden carts with thuad'ring wagons meet, 
Wheels claſh with wheels, and bar the narrow ſtreet : 
The laſhing whip reſounds, the horſes ſtrain, - 231 
And blood in anguiſh burſts the ſwelling vein. 
O barb'rous Men! your cruel breaſts aſſuage; 
Why vent ye on the gen'rous ſteed your rage; 
Does not his ſervice earn your daily bread ? 235 
Your wives, your children, by his labours fed! 
If, as the Samian taught, the foul revives, 
And, ſhifting ſeats, in other bodies lives, 
Severe ſhall be the brutal coachman's chenge, 
Doom'd in a hackney horſe the Town to range; 240 
Carmen, transform'd, the groaning load ſhall draw, 
Whom other tyrants with the laſh ſhall awe. 
Who would of Wattling-ſtreet the dangers ſhare, 
When the broad pavement of Cheapſide is uear; 
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Or wha that rugged ſtreet would traverſe o'er, 245 
That ſtretches, O Flert- ditch! from thy black ſhore 
To the Tow'r's moated walls * ? here ſteams aſcend 
That, in mit'd fumes, the wrinkled noſe offend. 
Where chandlers' caldrons boil ; where fiſhy prey 
Hide the wet Rall, long abſent from the ſea; 240 
And where the cleaver chops the heifer's (poil; 
and where huge hogſheads ſweat with trainy oil, 
Thy breathing noſtril hold: but how ſhall I 
Paſs where, in piles, Cordavion4 cheeſes lie? 
Cheeſe, that the table's cloſing rites denies, 355 
And bids me with th' unwilling chaplain riſe. 

O bear me to the paths of fair Pall- Mall; 
S.fe are thy pavements, grateful is thy ſmell! 
At diſtance rolls along the gilded coach, 
Nor ſturdy carmen on thy walks encroach; 260 
No lets would bar thy ways, where chairs deny'd 
The loft ſupports of lazineſs and pride; 
Shops breathe perfumes, thro' ſaſhes ribands glow, 
The mutual arms of ladies and the beau : 
Yet Rill ev'n here, when rains the paſſage hide, 263 
Oft the looſe ſtone ſpirts up a muddy ride 
Beneath thy careleſs foot; and from on high, 
Where maſons mount the ladder, fragments fly ; 
Mortar and crumbled lime m ſhow'rs deſcend, 
And o'er thy head defirudtive tiles impend. 270 


* Thames firect. y Chethire, antiently © calted. 
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But ſometimes let me leave the noiſy roads, 
And ſilent wander in the cloſe abodes, 
Where wheels ne'er ſhake the ground; there penſive 
In ſtudious thought, the long uncrowded way. ſtray, 
Here t remark each Walker's diff rent face, 275 
And in their look their various bus'nefs trace. 
The broker here his ſpacious beaver wears, 
Upon his brow fit jealouſies and cares; 
Bent on ſome mortgage (to avoid reproach) 
He ſceksby- ſtreets, and ſavesth' expenſive coach. 280 
Soſt, at low doors, old letchers tap their cane, 
For fair recluſe, who travels Drury-lane; 
Here roams untamb'd the laviſh rake, to ſhun 
His Fleetſtreet draper's everlaſting dun. 

Careful obſervers, ſtudious of the Town, 28 
Shun the misfortunes that diſgrace the clown; 
Untempted, they contemn the juggler's feats, 
Paſs'd by the Meuſe, nor try the“ thimble's cheats. 
When drays bound high, they never croſs behind, 
Where bubbling yeſt is blown by guſts of wind: 290 
And when up Ludgate-hill huge carts move flow, 
Far from the ſtraining ſteeds ſecurely go, | 
Whoſe daſhing hoofs behind them fling the mire, 
And mark with muddy blots the gazing ſquire. 
The Parthian thus his jav'lin backward throws, 295 
And as he flies infeſts purſuing foes, 


* A cheat commonly praQtis'd with three thimbles and 4 
little ball. 
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The thoughtleſs wits ſhall frequent forfeits pay, 
Who ' gainſt the ſentry's box diſcharge their tea. 
Do thou ſome court or ſecret corner ſeek, 


Nor fluſh with ſhame the paſſing virgin's cheek. 300 


Yet let me not deſcend to trivial ſong, 
Nor vulgar circumſtance my verſe prolong. 
Why ſhould I teach the maid, when torrents pour, 
Her head to ſhelter from the ſudden ſhower ? 
Nature will beſt her ready hand inform, 305 
With her ſpread petticoat to fence the ſtorm, 
Does not each Walker know the'warning ſign, 
When wiſps of ſtraw depend upon the twine 
Croſs the cloſe ſtreet, that then the paver's art 
Renews the ways, deny'd to coach and cart? 310 
Who knows not that the coachman laſhing by, 
Oft' with his flouriſh cuts the heedleſs eye! 
And when he takes his ſtand, to wait a fare, 
His horſes' foreheads ſhun the winter's air? 
Nor will I roam when ſummer's ſultry rays 315 
Parch the dry ground, and ſpread with duſt the _— ; 
With wum guſts the rapid atoms riſe, 
Smoke o'er the pavement, and involve the ſkies, 
Winter my theme conſines, whoſe nitry wind 
Shall cruſt the ſlabby mire, and kennels bind; 320 
She bids the ſnow deſcend in flaky ſheets, | 
And in her hoary mantle clothe the ſtreets, 
Let not the virgin tread theſe ſlipp'ry roads, 
The gath'ring fleece the hollow patten loads 


60 TRIVIA, Hook J. 


4 
But if thy footſteps ſlide with clotted froſt, 323 f 
Strike off the breaking balls againſt the poſt. 7 
On filent wheel the paſſing coaches roll, 1 
Oft' look behind, and ward the threat'ning pole. 2 
In har den' d orbs the ſchoolboy moulds the ſnow, 

To mark the coachman with a dext'rous throw. 330 V 
Why do ye, Boys! the kennel's ſurface ſpread, * 
To tempt with faithleſs paſs the matrou's tread ? * 
How can ye laugh to ſce the damſel ſpurn, T 
Sink in your frauds, and her green ſtocking mourn? IM P. 
At White's the harneſs'd chairman idly ſtands, 335 IM 5: 


And ſwings around his waiſt his tingling hands: A 
The ſempſtreſs ſpeeds to Change with red-tipt noſe, VW 
The Belgian ſtove beneath her footſtool glows: At 
In half-whipt muſlin needles uſclets lie, H. 
And ſhuttlecocks acroſs the counter fly. 340 Þ Ar 
Theſe ſports warm harmleſs; why then will ye prove, B 
Deluded Maids! the dang'rous flame of love ? Ar 
Where Covent-Garden's famous temple ſtands, 80 
T hat boaſts the work of Jones' immortal hands, Opt 
Columns with plain magnificence appear, 343 7h 
And graceful porches lead along the ſquare z An 
Here oft' my courſe 1 bend, when, lo! from far, ? 
I ſpy the furies of the foot-ball'd war: Let 
The 'prentice quits his ſhop to join the crew, vof 
Increaſing crowds the flying game purſue. 350 NN 
Thus, as you roll the ball o'er ſnowy ground, Lu] 
The gath'ring globe augments with ev'ry round. ind 
| 


L 


30 


350 


Dol H. 


TRIVIA» 6x 


Put whither ſhall I run? the throng draws nigh ; 
The ball now ſkims the ſtreet, now ſoars on high; 
The dext'rous glazier ſtrong returns the bound, 355 
And jingling ſaſhes on the penthouſe found. 
O roving Muſe ! recall that wondrous year, 
When wiater reign'd in bleak Britannia's air: 
When hoary Thames, with froſted ofters crown'd, 
Was three Jong moans in icy fetters bound, 350 
Ihe watermen, ſorlorn along the ſhore; 
Penſ:ve reclines upon his uſeleſs oar, 
dees harneſs'd ſteeds deſert the ſtony Town, 
And wander roads unſtable, not their own ; 
Wheels o'er the harden'd waters ſmoothly glide, 365 
And raſe with whiten'd tracks the ſlipp' ry tide. 
Here the fat cook piles high the blazing fire, 
And ſcarce the fpit can turn the ſteer entire. 
Booths fudden hide the Thames, long ſtreets appear, 
And num'rous games proclaim tho crowded fair. 370 
So when a general bids the martial train 
©pread their eacampment o'er the ſpacious plain, 
Thick riſing tents a canvaſs city built, 
And the loud dice reſound thro' all the field. 
'T'was here the matron found a doleful fate; 371 
Let elegiack lay the wo relate, 
Soft as the breath of diſtant flutes, at hours 
When ſilent ev'ning cloſes up the flowers, 
Lalling as falling water's hollow noiſe, 
indulging grief, like Pbilomela's voice. 
ume J. * 
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Doll every day had walk'd theſe treach'rous roads, 
Her neck grew warpt beneath autumnal loads 
Of various fruit; ſhe now a baſket bore; 
That head, alas! ſhall baſket hear no more. 
Each booth ſhe frequent paſt in queſt of gain, 4395 
And boys with pleaſure heard her ſhrilling ſtrain, 
Ah! Doll! all mortals muſt reſign their breath, 
And {nduſtry itſelf ſubmit to death. 
The cracking cryſtal yields; ſhe ſinks, ſhe dies; 
Her head, chopt off, from herloſt ſhoulders flies: 390 
Pippin: ſhe cry'd, bur death her voice confounds, 
And pip, -pip,-pip, along the ice reſounds. 

So when the | hracian furies Orpheus tore, 
And left his bleeding trunk deform'd with gore, 
His ſever'd head floats down the ſilver tide, 395 
His yet warm tongue for his loſt conſort cry'd; 
Eurydice with quiv'ring voice he mourn'd, 
And Heber's banks Eurydice return'd. 

But now the weſtern gale the flood unbinds, 
And black'ning clouds move on with warmer winds, 
The wooden town its frail foundation leaves, 401 
And Thames' full urnrolls down hisplenteous waves; 
From ev'ry penthouſe ſtreams the fleeting ſnow, 
And with diſſolving froſt the pavements flow. 

Experienc'd men, inur'd to city ways, 409 
Need not the calendar to count their days, | 
When thro' the Town, with flow and folemn air, 
Led by the noftril, walks the muzzled bear, 
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Bchind him moves, majeſtically dull, 

The pride of Hockley-hole, the ſurly bull, 410 

Learn hence the periods of the week to name: 

Mondays and Thurſdays are the days of game. 
When fiſhy ſtalls with double ſtore are laid, 

The golden-belly'd carp, the broad finn'd maid, 

Red ſpeekled trovts, the ſalmon's filver jowl, 415 

The jointed lobſter, and unſkaly ſole, 

And luſcious ſcallops to allure the taſtes 


| Of rigid zealots to delicious fails, 


Wedneſdays and Fridays, you'll obſerve from hence, 
Days when our ſires were doom'd to abſtinence. 320 
When dirty waters from balconies drop, 
And dext'rous damſels twirl the ſprinkling mop, 
And cleanſe the ſpatter'd ſaſh, and ſcrub the ſtairs, 
Know Saturday's concluſive morn appears. 
Succeſſive cries the ſeaſons' change declare, 425 
And mark the monthly progreſs of the year. 
Hark ! how the ſtreets with treble voices ring, 
To ſell the bounteous product of the ſpring : 
Sweet-ſmelling flow'rs, and elder's early bud, 
With nettle's tender ſhoots, to cleanſe the blood: 30 
And when June's thunder cools the ſultry ſkies, 
Ev'n Sundays are profan'd by mack'rel cries. 
Walnuts the fruit'rer's hand, in autumn, ſtain, 
Blue plums and juicy pears augment his gain; 
Next oranges the longiug boys entice 425 
To truſt their copper fortunes to the dice. 
F ij 
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When roſemary, and bays, the poets' crown, 
Are bawl'd in frequent eries thro' all the Town, 
Then judge the feſtival of Chriſtmas near, 
Chriſtmas! the joyous period of the year. 440 
Now with bright holly all your temples ſtrow, 
With laurel green, and ſacred miſletot: 
Now, heav'nborn Charity ! thy bleſſings ſhed, 
Bid meagre Want uprear her ſickly head: 
Bid ſhiv'ring limbs be warm; let Plenty's bowl 443 
lu humble rooſs make glad the needy ſoul. 
See, ſee! the heavenborn maid her bleflings ſhed; 
Jo! meagre Want uprears her ſickly head; 
Cloth'd are the naked, and the needy glad, 
While ſelfiſh Avarice alone is fad, 450 

Proud coaches paſs, regardleſs of the moan 
Of infant orphans, and the widow's groan, 
While Charity {till moves the Walker's mind, 
His liberal purſe relieves the lame and blind. 
Judiciouſly thy halfpence are beſtow'd, 4564 
Where the laborious beggar ſweeps the road. 
Whate'er you give, give ever at demand, 
Nor let Old Age long ſtretch his palſy'd hand. 
Thole who give late are iraportun'd each day, 
And {till are teas'd becauſe they ſtill delay. 460 
If cer the miſer durſt his farthings ſpare, 
Ae thinly ſpreads them thro” the publick ſquare, 
Where, all beſide the rail, rang'd beggars lie, 
And from cach other catch the doletul cry: 
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With heav'n, for twopence, cheaply wipes his ſcore, 
Lifts up his eyes, and haſtes to beggar more. 466 
Where the braſs knocker, wrapt in flannel band, 
Forhids the thunder of the footman's hand, 
'Th' upholder, rueful harbinger of death, 
Waits with impatience for the dying breath; 470 
As vultures o'er a camp, with hov'ring flight, 
Snuff up the future carnage of the fight. 
Here canſt thou paſs unmindſul of a pray'r, 
That Heav'n in mercy may thy brother ſpare ? 
Come, F* * *! ſincere, experienc'd friend, 475 
Thy briefs, thy deeds, and ev'n thy fees, ſuſpend: 
Come let us leave the Temple's ſilent walls, 
Me bus'neſs to my diſtant lodging calls: 
Thro' the long Strand together let us ſtray; 
With thee converſing | forget the way. 480 
Behold that narrow ſtreet which ſteep deſcends, 
Whoſe building to the ſlimy ſhore extends; 
Here Arundel's fam'd ſtructure rear'd its frame, 
The ſtreet alone retains an empty name. 484 
Where Titian's glowing paint the canvaſs warm'd, 
And Raphael's fair deſign with judgment charm'd, 
Now hangs the bellman's ſong, and paſted here 
The colour'd prints of Overton appear. 
here ſtatutes breath'd the works of Phidias' hands, 
A wooden pump or lonely watchhouſe ſtands. 490 
There Eſſex' ſtately pile adorn'd the ſhore, 
There Cecil's Bedford's Villiers“, now no more. 
F ii} 
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Yet Burlington's fair palace ſtill remains; 
Beauty within, without proportion reigns, 
Beneath his eye declining Art revives, 495 
The wall with animated picture lives. 
There Handel ſtrikes the ſtrings, the melting ſtrain 
Tranſports the ſoul, and thrills thro' ev'ry vein, 
There oft' I enter, (but with cleaner ſhoes) 
For Burlington 's belov'd by ev'ry Muſe, 5c0 
O ye aſſociate Walkers! O my Friends! 
Upon your ſtate what happineſs attends! 
What tho' no coach to frequent viſit rolls, 
Nor for your ſhilling chairmen fling their poles ? 
Yet ſtill your nerves rheumatick pains defy, cog 
Nor lazy jaundice dulls your ſaffron eye; 
No waſting cough diſcharges ſounds of death, 
Nor wheezing aſthma heaves in vaia for breath; 
Nor from your reſtleſs couch 13 heard the groan 
Of burning gout or ſedentary ſtone, 510 
Let others in the jolting coach confide, 
Or in the leaky boat the Thames divide; 
Or, box'd within the chair, contemn the ſtreet, 
And truſt their ſafety to another's feet: 
Still let me walk; for oft' the ſudden gale 315 
RufMics the ride, and ſhifts the dang'rous fail: 
Then ſhall the paſſenger too late deplore 
The whelming billow and the faithleſs oar ; 
The drunken chairman in the kennel ſpurns, 
The glaſſes ſhatters, and his charge o'erturns, 320 
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vrho can recount the coach's various harm, 
The legs disjointed, and the broken arms? 


95 I've ſeen a beau, in ſome ill-fated hour, 
When o'er the ſtones chok'd kennels ſwell the ſhow'r, 
in In gilded chariot loll, he with diſdain 525 


Views ſpatter'd paſſengers all drench'd in rain. , 

With mud fill'd high, the rumbling cart draws near; ; 
oo Now rule thy prancing ſteeds, lac'd charioteer : 

The duſtman laſhes on with ſpitcful rage, 329 

is pond'rous ſpokes thy painted wheel engage; | 

Srulh'd is thy pride, down falls the ſhrieking beau, f 

The ſlabby pavement cryſtal fragments ſtrow; 1 

305 Black floods of mire th* embroider'd coat diſgrace, | 
And mud enwraps the honours of his face. 135 
o when dread Jove the ſon of Phœbus hurl'd, 
Scar*d with dark thunder, to the nether world, 

Ihe headſtrong eourſers tore the ſilver reins, 
510 And the ſun's beamy ruin gilds the plains. 
if the pale Walker pant with weak'ring ills, 546 
His fickly hand is ſtor'd with friendly bills; 
From hence he learns the ſeventh- born doctor'sfame; 
From hence he learns the cheapeſt tailor's name. 

315 Shall the large mutton ſmoke upon your boards ? 
Such Newgate's copious market beſt affords, 344 
Wouldſt thou with mighty beef augment thy meal ? 
Zerk Leaden-hall; St James's ſends thee veal z 
Thames-ſtceet gives cheeſes; Covent-garden fruits; 


520 | Moor-ficldsold books; and Monmouth-ſtreetoldfuits, 
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Hence may'ſt thou well ſupply the wants of life, 
Support thy family, and clothe thy wife. 550 
Volumes on ihelter'd ſtalls expanded lie, 
And various ſcience lures the learned eye 
The bending ſhelves with pond'rous ſcholiaſts groan, 
And deep divines, to modern ſhops unknown: 
Here, like the bee, that on induſtrious wing 555 
Collects the various odours of the ſpring, 
Walkers, at leiſure, Learning's flow'rs may ſpoil, 
Nor watch the waſting of the midnight oil; 
May morals ſnatch from Plucarch's tatter'd page, 
A mildew'd Bacon, or Stagyra's ſage, 560 
Here ſaunt' ring prentices o'er Ot way weep, 
O'er Congreve ſmile, or over D ** fleep : 
Pleas'd ſempſtreſſes the Lock's ſam'd Rape unfold, 
And Squirts“ read Garth, till apozems grow cold. 
O Lintot ! let my labours obvious lie, 565 
Rang'd on thy ſtall, for every curious eye; 
So ſhall the poor theſe precepts gratis know, 
And to my verſe their future ſafeties owe. 
What Walker ſhall his mean ambition fix 
On the falſe luſtre of a coach aud fix ? 570 
Let the vain virgin, lur'd by glaring ſhow, 
Sigh for the liv'ries of th embroider'd beau. 
See yon' bright chariot on 1t5 harneſs ſwing, 
With Flanders mares, and on an arched ſpring : 


* The name of an apcthecary's, boy in the Poem of Tk: 
Diſpenſury. 
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That wretch, to gain an equipage and place, 3735 
Betray'd his ſiſter to a lewd embrace. 

This coach that with the blazon'd *ſcutcheon glows, 
Vain of his unknown race, the coxcomb ſhows. 

Here the brib'd lawyer, ſank in velvet, ſleeps; 

The ſtarving orphan, as he paſſes, weeps : 380 
There flames a fool, begirt with tinſel'd ſlaves, 

Who waſtes the wealth of a whole race of knaves. 
That other, with a cluſt'ring train behind, 

Owes his new honours to a ſordid mind. 

This next in court-fidelity excels, 385 
The publick rifles, and his country ſells, 

May the proud chariot never be my fate, 

If purchas'd at ſo mean, ſo dear a rate: 

Or rather give me ſweet content on foot, 

V/;2pt in my virtue and a good ſurtout ! vo 
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I-RIVAIA 
BOOK III. 


of walking the ſireets by night. 


O rail goddeſs, leave theſe low abodes, 

And traverſe o'er the wide ethercal roads; 

Celeſtial Queen ! put on thy robes of light, 

Now Cynthia nam'd, fair regent of the night. 

At ſight of thee the villain ſheaths his ſword, 5 
Nor ſcales the wall, to ſteal the wealthy hoard. 

O may thy ſilver lamp from heav'n's high bow'r 
Direct my footſteps in the midnight hour ! 

When night firſt bids the twinkling ſtars appear, 
Or with her cloudy veſt inwraps the air, 10 
Then ſwarms the buſy ſtreet ; with caution tread 
Where the ſhop windows falling threat thy head: 
Now lab'rers home return, and join their ſtrength 
To bear the tott'ring plank or ladder's length; 

Still fix thy eyes intent upon the throng, Is 
And as the paſſes open, wind along. 

Where the fair columns of St. Clement ſtand, 
Whoſe ſtraiten'd bounds encroach upon the Strand; 
Where the low penthouſe bows the Walker's head, 
And the rough pavement wounds the yielding tread; 
Where not a poſt protects the narrow ſpace, 21 
And, ſtrung in twines, combs dangle in thy face 
Summon at once thy courage, rouſe thy care, 

Stand firm, look back, be reſolute, beware: 
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Forth iſſuing from ſteep lanes, the collier's Needs 25 
Drag the black load ; another cart ſucceeds, | 
Team follows team, crowds heap'don crowds appear, 
And wait impatient till the road grow clear. 

Now all the pavement ſounds with trampling feet, 
And the mixt hurry barricades the ſtreet. 30 
Entangled here, the wagon's lengthen'd team 
Cracks the tough harneſs; here a pond'rous beam 
Lies overturn'd athwart ; for ſlaughter fed, 

Here lowing bullocks raiſe their horned head. 

Now oaths grow loud, with coaches coaches jar, 35 
And the ſmart blow provokes the ſturdy war: 

From the high box they whirl the thong around, 
And with the twining laſh their ſhins reſound, 

Their rage ferments, mare dangerous woundstheytry, 
And the blood guſhes down their painful eye. 40 
And now on foot the frowning warriours light, 

And with their pond'rous fiſts renew the fight; 
Blowanſwersblow.thcircheeksare ſmear*dwithblood, 
Till dowa they fall, and grappling roll in mud. 

go when two boars, in wild Vtene“ bred, 45 
Or on Weſtphalia's fatt'ning cheſuuts fed, 

Gnaſh their ſharp tuſks, and, rous'd with equal fire, 
Diſpnte the reign of ſome luxurious mire, 

In the black flood they wallow o'er and o'er, 

1] their arm'd jaws diſtil with foam and gore. 50 


* New Foreſt in Hampthire, anciently fo eall'd, 
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Where the mob gathers, ſwiftly ſhoot along, ( 
Nor idly mingle in the noiſy throng. G 
Lur'd by the ſilver hilt, amid the ſwarm ( 
The ſubtile artiſt will thy fide diſarm. F 
Nor is thy flaxen wig with ſafety worn; Js 
High on the ſhoulder in a bafket borne 
Lurks the fly boy, whoſe hand, to rapine bred, 8 
Plucks off the curling honours of thy head. F 
Here dives the ſkulking thief, with practis'd eight 
And unfelt fingers makes thy pocket light. 60 4 
Where's now thy watch, with all its trinkets, lown? 8. 


: And thy late ſnufF-box is no more thy own. B 
| | But, lo! his bolder thefts ſome tradeſman ſpies, v 
Swiſt from his prey the ſcudding lurcher flies; T 
i Dext'rous he ſcapes the coach with nimble bounds, 65 Ir 
|; Whillt ev'ry honeſt tongue Stop thief reſounds. 1 
h So ſpeeds the wily fox, alarm'd by fear, Ti 
; Who lately filch'd the turkey's callow care; 'T] 
* Hounds following hounds, grow louder as he flies, T' 
And injur'd tenants join the hunter's cries . 70 T, 

Breathleſs he ſtumbling falls, Ill-· fated boy! 'T} 

Why did not honeſt work thy youth employ ? Eu 

Seiz'd by rough hands, he 's dragg'd amid the rout, 

And ſtretch'd beneath the pump's inceffant ſpout ; Tu 

Or plung'd in miry ponds he gaſping lies, 75 Bl Br 

Mud chokes his mouth, and plaiſters o'er his eyes. Sh: 

Let not the ballad-ſinger's ſhrilling ſtrain Gr 

Amid the ſwarm thy lift 'ning ear detain j His 


* ; 


43 


5. 


Bool III. TRIVIA» 73 


zuard well thy pocket; for theſe Syrens ſtand 

To aid the labours of the diving hand: 80 

Confed' rate in the cheat, they draw the throng, 

And cambrick handkerchiefs reward the ſong. 

But ſoon as coach or cart drives rattling on, 

The rabble part, in ſhoals they backward run: 

60 Jove's loud bolts the mingled war divide, 85 

And Greece and Froy retreat on either ſide. | 
if the rude throng pour on with furious pace, 

And hap to break thee from a friend's embrace, 

Stop Mort; nor ſtruggle thro* the crowd in vain, 

But watch with careful eye the paſſing train. © go 

Yet I (perhaps too fond) if chance the tide, 

Tumultuous, bear my partner from my ſide, 

Impatient venture back; deſpiſing harm, 

| force my paffage where the thickeſt ſwarm. 

Thus his loſt bride the 'Trojan ſougkt in vain 95 

Thro' night, and arms, and flames, and hills of ſlain: 

Thus Niſus wander'd oer the pathleſs grove, 

To find the brave companion of his love: 

The pathleſs grove in vaia he wanders o'er; 

Euryalus, alas! is now no more oo 
That Walker who, regardleſs of his pace, 

Turns oft” to pore upon the damſel's face, 

From ſide to fide by thruſting elbows toſt, 

Shall ſtrike his akeing breaſt againſt a polt ; 

Cr water, daſh'd from fiſhy ſtalls, ſhall ſtain tog; 

lis aapleſs coat with ſpirts of ſcaly rain. 
JJalume J. G 
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But if unwarily he chance to ſtray, 
Where twirling turnſtiles intercept the way, 
The thwarting paſſenger ſhall force them round, 
And beat the wretch half breathleſs to the ground. 
Let cooſtunt vigilance thy footſteps guide, 11t 
And wary circumſpection guard thy fide; 
Then ſhalt thou walk unharm'd the dang'rous night, 
Nor need th' officious linkboy's ſmoky light. 
Thou never wilt attempt to croſs the road 115 
Where alehoufe henches reſt the porter 's load, 
Grievous to heedlels ſhins ; no barrow's wheel, 
Thar bruiſes oft' the truant ſchoolboy's heel, 
Bchind thee rolling, with inſidious pace, 
Shall mark thy ſtocking with a miry trace. 170 
Jet not thy vent'rous ſteps approach too nigh 
Where, gaping wide, low ſteepy cellars lie; 
Should thy ſhoe wrench aſide, down, down you fall, 
And overturn the fcolding huckſter's ſtall; 
The ſcolding huckſter ſhall not o'er thee moan, 125 
But pence exact for nuts and pears o'erthrown, 
Tho' you thro' cleanlier alleys wind by day, 
To ſhun the hurrics of the publick way, 
Yet ne'er to thoſe dark paths by night retire ; 
Mind only ſatety, and contemn the mire. 139 
Then no impervious courts thy haſte detain, 
Nor ſneering alewives bid thee turn again. 
Where Lincoln's- Inn, wide ſpace, is rail'd around, 
Croſ: not with vent'rous ſtep; there oft” is found 
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The lurking thief, who, while the day light ſhone, 
Made the walls echo with his begging tone: 136 
That crutch which late compaſſion mov'd, ſhall wound 
Thy bleeding head, and fell thee to the ground, 
Tho” thou art tempted by the linkman's call, 
Yet truſt him not along the lonely wall; 14 
In the midway he *ll quench the flaming brand, 
And ſhare the booty with the pilf 'ring band. 
Still keep the publick ſtreets, where oily rays, 
Shot from the cryſtal lamp, o erſpread the ways, 
Happy Auguſta! Jaw-defended Town! 147 
Here no dark lanterns ſhade the villain's fro wn; 
No Spaniſh jealouſies thy lanes infeſt, 
Nor Roman vengeance ſtabs th' unwary breaſt; 
Here Tyranny ne'er lifts her purple hand, 
But Liberty and Juſtice guard the land: 150 
No bravoes here profeſs the bloody trade, 2114 
Nor is the church the murd'rer's refuge made. 
Let not the chairman, with aſſuming ſtride, 
Preſs near the wall. and rudely thruſt thy fide ; 
The laws have ſet kim bounds ; his ſervile feet 749 
Should ne'er eneroach where poſts defend the ſtreet, 
Yet who the footman's arrogance can quell, 
Whoſe flambeau gilds the ſaſhes of Pall-Mall, 
When 1n long rank a train of torches flame, 
To light the midnight viſits «sf the dame? 162 
Others, perhaps, by happier guidance led, 
May where the chairman reſts with ſafety Tread ; 
Gi 
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Whene'er I paſs, their poles unſeen below, 
Make my knee tremble with the jarring blow. 

If wheels bar up the road where ſtrects are croſt, 
With gentle words the coachman's ear accoſt: 166 
He ne'er the threat or harſh command obeys, 

But with contempt the ſpatter'd ſhoe ſurveys. 

Now man with utmoſt fortitude thy ſoul, 

To croſs the way where carts and coaches roll; 170 
Yet do not in thy hardy ſkill confide, 

Nor raſhly riſk the kennel's ſpacious ſtride : 

Stay till afar the diſtant wheel you hear, 

Like dying thunder in the breaking air: 

Thy foot will ſlide upon the miry ſtona, 175 
And paſſing eoaches cruſh thy tortur'd bone, 

Or wheels encloſe the road; on either hand, 

Pent round with perils, in the midſt you ſtand, 
And call for aid in vain; the coachman ſwears, 

And carmen drive, unmindful of thy pravers. 180 
Where wilt thou turn? ah! whither wilt thou fly ? 
On ev'ry fide the preſſing ſpokes are nigh. 

So failors, while Charybdis' gulf they ſhun, 
Amaz'd, on Scylla's craggy dangers run. 

Be ſure obſerve where brown Oſtrea lands, 185 
Who boaſts her ſhelly ware from Wallfleet ſands; 
There may'ſt thou paſs, with ſafe unmiry feet, 
Where the rais'd pavement leads athwart the ſtrect. 
It where Fleet-ditch with muddy current flows 
You charxe to roam; where oyſter-tubs in rows 199 
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Are rang'd beſide the poſts ; there ſtay thy haſte, 
And with the ſav'ry fiſh indulge thy taſte: 


, The damfel's knife the gaping ſhell commands, A 
66 While the ſalt liquor ſtreams between her hands. i 
The man had ſure a palate cover'd o'er 195 : 


. —ao4- 


With braſs or ſteel, that on the rocky ſhore 
Firſt broke the 00zy oyſter's pearly coat, 
70 And riſ'd the living morſel down his throat. 
What will not Lux'ry taſte? Earth, ſea, and air, 
Are daily ranfack'd for the bill of fare, 200 
Blood ſtuff'd in ſkins is Britiſh Chriſtian's food, 
And France robs marſhes of the croaking brood; 
173 Spongy morels in ſtrong ragouſts are found, 
And in the ſoup the flimy ſnail is drown'd. 
When from high ſpouts the daſhing torrents fall, 
Ever be watchful to maintain the wall; 206 
For ſhouldſt thou quit thy ground, the ruſhing throng 
180 [Will with impetuous fury drive along; 
y ? All preſs to gain thoſe honours thou haſt loſt, 
And rudely ſhove thee far without the paſt. 210 
Then to retrieve the ſhed you ſtrive in vain, | 
Draggled all o'er, and ſoak'd in floods of rain. 
125 et rather bear the ſhow'r, and toils of mud, 
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15; Than in the doubtful quarrel riſ thy blood. 

O think on Oedipus' deteſted ſtate, 215 
trect. And by his woes be warn'd to ſhun thy fate. 
8 Where three roads join'd he met his ſire unknown; 


s 190 (Unhappy fire, but more unhappy ſon!) 
0 i 


78 TRIVIA Beok 115, 
Each claim'd the way; their ſwords the ſtrife decide; 


Hence ſprung the fatal plague that thinn'd thy reign, 
Thy curſed inceſt ! and thy children flain ! 

Hence wert thou doom'd in endleſs night to ſtray 
Thro' Theban {treets, and cheerleſs grope thy way. 

Contemplate, Mortal! on thy fleeting years; 225 
See, with black train the funeral pomp appears! 
Whether ſome heir attends in ſable ſtate, 

And mourns with outward griefa parent's fate, 

Or the fair virgin, nipt in beauty's bloom, 

A crowd of lovers follow to her tomb; 230 
Why is the hearſe with ſcutcheons blazon'd round, 
And with the nodding plume of oſtrich crown'd? 
No; the dead know it not, nor profit gain; 

It only ſerves to prove the living vain, 

How fhort is life! how frail is human truſt! 235 
Is all this pomp for laying duſ to duſt ? 

Where the nail'd hoop defends the painted ſtall, 
Bruſh not thy ſweeping ſkirt too near the wall; 
Thy hecdleſs fleeve will drink the celour'd oil, 
And ſpot indelible thy pocket ſoil. 249 
Has not wile nature ſtrung the legs and feet 
Wi.) firmeſt nerves, defign'd to walk the ſtreet ? 
Has ſie not giv'n us hands to grope aright, 

Amid? the frequent dangers of the night? 
And tainks thou not the double noſtril meant 237 
o warn from oily woes by previous ſcent ? 


The hoary monarch fell; he groan'd and dy'd! 220 
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Who can the various City frauds recite “, 
With all the petty rapines of the night ? 
Who now the Guinea-dropper's bait regards, 
'Trick'd by the ſharper's dice or jnggler's cards? 250 
Why ſhould I warn thee ne'er to join the fray 
Where the ſham quarret interrupts the way ? 
Lives there in theſe our days fo ſoft a clown, 
Brav'd by the bully's oaths or threat'ning frown ? 
need not ſtrict enjoin the pocket's care, 255 
When from the crowded play thou lead' ſt the fair: 
Who has not here or watch or ſnuff- box loſt, 
Or handkerchiefs that India's ſhuttle boaſt ? 

O! may thy virtue guard thee thro' the roads 
Of Drury's mazy courts and dark abodes, 269 
The harlots' guileful paths, who nightly ſtand 
Where Catherine-ſtreet deſcends into the Strand, 
Say, vagrant Mulc! their wiles and ſubtle arts, 

To lure the ſtrangers unſuſpecting hearts; 
So ſhall our youth on healthful ſinews tread, 263 
And City cheeks grow warm with rural red, 

Fis ſhe who nightly ſtrolls with ſaunt' ring pace, 
No ſtubborn ſtays her yielding ſhape embrace; 
Beneath the lamp her tawdry ribands glare, 

The new-ſcour'd manteau and the flattern air; 270 
High-draggled petticoats her travels ſhow, 
And hollow cheeks with artſul bluſhes glow ; 


Various cheats former?y in practice. 
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With flatt*ring ſounds ſhe ſooths the cred'Jous ear, 
My noble Captain! Charmer! Love! my Dear! 
In ridinghood near tavery-doors ſhe plies, 274 
Or muffled pinners hide her livid eyes: 
With empty bandbox ſhe delights to range, 
And feigns a diſtant errand from the Change: 
Nay, ſhe will oft' the Quaker's hood profane, 
And trudge demure the rounds of Drury-lane: 280 
dhe darts from ſarcenet ambuſh wily lears, 
'T witches thy ſlee ve, or with familiar airs 
Her fan will pat thy cheek : theſe ſnares difdain, 
Nor gaze behind thee when ſhe turns again, 
I knew a yeoman who, for thirſt of gain, 286 
To the great City drove, from Devon's plain, 
His num'rous lowing herd: his herds he ſold, 
And his deep leathern pocket bagg'd with gold: 
Drawn by a fraudful nymph, he gaz'd, he figh'd; 
Unmindful of his home, and diſtant bride, 299 
She leads the willing victim to his doom, 
Thro' winding alleys to her cobweb room. 
Thence thro' the ſtreet he reels, from poſt to poſt, 
Valiant with wine, nor knows his treaſute loſt. 
The vagrantwretch th' aſſembled watchmen ſpies, 295 
He waves his hanger, and their poles defics; 
Deep in the Roundhouſe pent, all night he ſnores, 
And the next morn in vain his fate deplores. 
Ah! hapleſs Swain! unus'd to pains and ills, 
Canſt thou forego roaſt beef for nauſeous pills? 2c0 
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: How wilt thou lift to Heav'n thy eyes and hands, 
When the long ſcroll the ſurgeon's fees demands ! 
FE Or elſe {ye Gods! avert that worſt diſgrace) 
Thy ruiu'd noſe falls level with thy face; 
Then ſhall thy wife thy toathſome kiſs diſdain, 305 
And wholeſome neighbours from thy mug refrain, 
Yet there are watchmen, who, with friendly light, 
2% Will teach thy reeling ſteps to tread aright; 
For ſixpence will ſupport thy helpleſs arm, 
And home conduct thee ſafe from nightly harm; 310 
But if they ſhake their lanterns, from afar ' 
To call their brethren to confed'rate war, 
2890 [When rakes reſiſt their pow'r ; if hapleſs you 
Should chance to wander with the ſcouring crew ! 
Tho? Fortune yield thee captive, ne'er deſpair, 31 5 
But ſeek the conſtable's confid'rate ear; 
5 He will reverſe the watchman's harſh decree, 
290 [Mov'd by the rhet'rick of a ſilver fee. 
Thus would you gain ſome fav'rite courtier's word, 
Fee not the petty clerks, but bribe my Lord. 320 
ſt, Now is the time that rakes their revels keep, 
Kindlers of riot, enemies of fleep. 
„296 His ſcatter'd pence the flying Nicker * flings, 
And with the copper ſhow'r the cafement rings. 
es, Who has not heard the Scourer's midnight fame? 
Who has not trembled at the Mohock's name? 326 
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Was there a watchman took his hourly rounds | 
Safe from their blows, or new-invented wounds ? 
J paſs their deſp'rate deeds and miſchiefs dene, 
Where from Snowhill black ſteepy torrents run; 330 
How matrons, hoop'd within the hogſhead's womb, 
Were tumbled ſurious thence; the rolling tomb 
O'er the ſtones thunders, bounds from fide to ſide : 
So Regulus to ſave kis country dy'd. 
Where a dim gleam the paly lantern throws 345 
O' er the mid pavement, heapy rubbiſh grows; 
Or arched vaults their gaping jaws extend, 
Or the dark caves to common ſew'rs deſcend; 
Oft' by the winds extinR the ſignal lies, 
Or ſmother'd in the pglimm'ring ſocket dies, 340 
Ere Night has half roll'd round her ebon throne, 
In the wide gulf the ſhatter'd coach o'erthrown 
Sinks with the ſnorting ſteeds; the reins are broke, 
And from the crackling axle flies the ſpoke. 
So when fam'd Eddyſton's far-ſhooting ray, 345 
That led the ſailor thro' the ſtormy way, 
Was from its rocky roots by billows torn, 
And the high turret in the whirlwind borne, 
Fleets bulg'd their fides againſt the craggy land, 
And pitchy ruins blacken'd all the firand, 350 
Who then thro' night would hire the harneſs'd ſteed! 
And who would chuſe the rattling wheel for ſpeed? 
But hark, Diſtreſs with ſcreaming voice drawsnigher, 
And wakes the ſlumb'ring ſtreet with cries of ſite. 
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At firſt a glowing red enwraps the ſkies, 335 
And borne by winds the fcatt'ring ſparks ariſe ; 
From beam to beam the fierce contagion ſpreads ; 
The ſpity ſtames now lift aloft their heads; 

Thro” the burſt ſaſh a blazing deluge pours, 

And ſplitting tiles deſcend in rattling ſhow'rs. 360 
Now with thick crowds th* enlighten'd pavement 
The firemanſweatsbeneathhiscrookedarms; [ſwarms, 
A leathern caſque his vent'rous head defends, 

Boldly he climbs where thickeſt ſmoke aſcends; 
Mov'd by the mother's ſtreaming eyes and pray'rs, 
The helpleſs infant thro' the flame he bears, 366 
With no leſs virtue than thro' hoſtile fire 

The Dardan hero bore his aged fire, 

Se forceful engines ſpout their levell'd ſtreams, 

Jo quench the blaze that runs along the beams; 379 
The grappling hook plucks rafters from the walls, 
And heaps on heaps the ſmoky ruin falls. 

own by ſtrong winds, the fiery tempeſt roars, 

Bears down new walls, and pours along the floors ; 
The heav'ns are all ablaze, the face of Night 37s 
1; cover'd with a ſanguine dreadful light; 

l' was ſuch a light involv'd thy tow'rs O Rome! 

The dire preſage of mighty Cæſar's doom, 

When the ſun veil'd in ruit his mourning head, 

And frightful prodigies the ſkies o'erſpread, 389 
Hark! the drum thunders! far, ye Crowds! retire : 
8:hold ! the ready match is tipt with fire, 
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The nitrous ſtore is laid, the ſmutty train 
With running blaze awakes the barrell'd grain; 
Flames ſudden wrap the walls; with ſullen ſound 
The ſhatter'd pile ſinks on the ſmoky ground. 386 
So when the years ſhall have revolv'd the date, 
TY inevitable hour of Naples' fate, T 
Her ſapp'd foundations ſhall with thunders ſhake, 
And heave and toſs upon the ſulph'rous lake; 390 
Farth's womb at once the fiery flood ſhall rend, 
And in th' abyſs her plunging tow'rs deſcend. 

Conſider, Reader! what fatigues l've known, 
The toils, the perils of the wintry Town; A 
What riots ſeen, what buſtling crowds I bor'd, 395 Al 
How oft' I croſs'd where carts and coaches roar'd; 
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Yet ſhall i bleſs my labours, if mankind All 
Their future ſafety from my dangers find. Alr 
Thus the bold traveller, (inur'd to toil, Aut 


Whoſe ſteps have pristed Aia's deſert ſoil, 4c A 
The barb'rous Arabs' haunt, or ſhiv'ring eroſt 
Dark Greenland's mountains of eternal froſt, Alle 
Whom Providence in length of years reſtores 
To the wiſh'd harbour of his native ſhores) © 
Sets forth his journals to the publick view, 405 
To caution, by his woes, the wand'ring crew. 

And now complete my gen'rous labours ly, 
Finiſh'd, and ripe for immortality, 
Death ſhall entomb in duſt this mould'ring frame, 
But never reach th' eternal part, my fame, 419 
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When W* and G**, mighty Names! are dead, 

Or but a Chelſea under cuſtards read; 

When criticks crazy bandboxes repair, 

And tragedies, turn'd rockets, bounce in air, 411 
High-rais'd on Fleet-ftreet poſts, confign'd to fame, 
This Work ſhall ſhine, and Walkers bleſs my name. 
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: A Book. V, rs 
AuTtnos, for whom he wrote the Poem, i, 119 
Aſſes, their arrogance, ii, 13 
Ariadne's clue, ii, 83 
Alley, the pleaſure of walking in one, ii, 271 
Almanacks, uſeleſs to judicious Walkers, ii, 406 
Autumn, what cries then in uſe, ii, 434 
Arundel-ſtreet, I ii, 484 
Author, his wiſh, ii, 387 


Alley, not to be walked in by night, 


B 
Bavaroy, by whom worn, 


in, 827 


i, 33 
Brokers keep coaches, i, 117 
Bookſeller, ſkilled in the weather, i, 161 
Berber, by whom to be ſhunned, it, 28 
Baker, to whom prejudicial, ii, 30 
butchers to be avoided, ii, 43 


Zully, his inſolence to be corrected, 


i, 39 
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| Hool. Yer, 
Broker, where he uſually walks, ii, 27 
Burlington-houſe, ii, 494 
Beau's chariot overturned, ii, 523 
Bills diſperſed to Walkers, ii, 438 
Ballad-fingers, ili, 77 
C 
Country, the Author's love of his, i, 21 
Civick Crown, 1, 20 
Cane, the convenience of one, i, 61 
an amber headed one uſeleſs, 1, 67 
———— the abuſe of it, i, 75 
Camlet, how affected by rain, 1, 46 
Coat, how to chuſe one for the winter, 1, 41 
Chairs and chariots prejudicial to health, i, 69 
Coachman aſleep on his box, what the ſign, i, 143 
Chairmen, an obſervation upon them, 1, 154 
Church monuments foretel the weather, 1, 16 
Common ſewers, 1, 171 
Cold, the deſcription of one, i, 26 
Clergy, what tradeſmen to avoid, i, 25 
Chimney-ſweeper, by whom to be avoided, ii, 33 
Chandlers prejudicial to Walkers, ii, 40 
Civility to be paid to Walkers, ii, 45 
Coachman, his metamorphoſis, ii, 241 
Carmen when unmerciful, their puniſhment, ii, 241 
Cheapſide, ii, 24 
Checſe not loved by the Author, ii, 25 
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INDEX. 


Countryman perplexed to find the way, 
Coachman, his whip dangerous, 

— his care of his horſes, 
Coaches dangerous in ſnowy weather, 
Chairmen, their exerciſe in froſty weather, 
Covent-garden, ii, 343. 
Cries of the Town, obſervations upon them, 
Chriſtmas, what crics forerun it, 

— 2 ſeaſon for general charity, 
Coaches, thoſe that keep them uncharitable, 
Cloacina, goddeſs of common-ſewers, 
Charing-croſs, 

Chriſtmas-box, 
Charity moſt practiſed by Walkers, 

— where given with judgment, 
not to be delayed, 
Chairs, the danger of them, - 
Coaches attended with ill accidents, 
—— deſpiſed by Walkers, 
kept by coxcombs and pimps, 
Clement”s-church, the paſs of it deſcribed, - 
Colliers' carts, 
Coaches, a ſtop af them deſcribed, 
Coachmen, a fight of them, 
Crowd parted by a coach, 
Cellar, the misfortune of falling into one, 
Chairmen, law concerning them, 
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Chairmen, their poles dangerous, iii, 161 
Coachmen deſpiſe dirty ſhoes, ii, r65 I *? 
Coaches, a man ſurrounded by them, iii, 177 
Conſtable, his conſideration, ili, 315 a 
Coach fallen into a hole deſcribed, in, 333 * 
Criticks, their fate, iii, 413 F 
D = 
D'Oily ſtuffs, uſcleſs in winter, 1, 43 n 
Drugget-ſilk, improper in cold weather, * 44 F 
Preſs, propriety therein to be obſerved, i, 129 5 
Drummers improper at a wedding, ii, 17 « 
Duſtman, to whom offenſive, ii, 37 ; 
Drays, when not to be walked behind, ii, 288 . 
Doll, a melancholy ſtory of her death, ii, 382 N 
Puſtman ſpiteful to gilded chariots, ii, 527 , 
Drury - lane dangerous to virtue, iii, 2:9 Fe 
E | 

Evening deſcribed, | iii, 9 0 
Eddyſtone lighthouſe, ut, 345 — 
b ; 
Freeze, its defects, 1,45 * 
Footman, his prudence in rainy weather, 1, 127 He 
Fair weather, ſigns of it, i, 143 mf 
Parrier's ſhop, a deſcription of one, i, 251 0 
Fop, the deſcription of one walking, ii, 53 gy 
-— the ill conſequence of paſſing too near one, ii, 57 Hor 


Female guides not to be made uſe of, ii, 87 


INDEX, 89 


Book. Ver. 
Football deſcribed, ii, 347 
Froſt, an epiſode of the great one, i, 337 
Fair, one kept on the Thames, ii, 369 
Fiſhmonger, the deſcription of his ſtall, ii, 414 
Friday, how to know it, ii, 416 
Friend, the Author walks with one, ii, 276 
rules to walk with one, iii, 87 
Fox, like a pickpocket, ui, 67 
Footman very arrogant, 113, 157 
Fleet-ditch, iii, 189 
Funeral, the Walker's contemplation on one, iii, 225 
Fire, the deſcription of one, iu, 353 
Fireman, his virtue, ili, 362 
Fire-engines, iii, 369 
Father, the happineſs of a child who knows 
his own, 1,177 
Female Walkers, what neceſſary fot them, i, 2cg 
G 
Gameſter, his thariot deſcribed, i, 113 
Glazier, his {kill at football, ii, 355 
Guinea-droppers, ui, 249 
H 
Health acquired by walking, i, 69 
Holland, the ſtreets of that country deſcribed, i, 87 
Hoſiers“ poles, what obſerved by them, i, 165 
Hawker, at what time he cries news, ii, 21 
Horles, like Parthians, 11, 294 
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Book. Ver. 
Hands, their uſe, iii, 241 
Houſe blown up, the deſcription of i it, iii, 38x 
Holborn-hill, ii, 174 
I | 
Invention of pattens, i, 219 
Jugglers to be avoided, ii, 285 
Induſtry not exempt from death, ii, 389 
June, what cry denotes that month, ii, 432 
James, St. its market, iii, 346 
K 
Knocker of a door, an obſervation on one, | ii, 467 
Catherine, or Katherine-ſtreet, iii, 260 
| I. 
London, its happineſs, before the invention of 
coaches and chairs, i, 101 
Ladies walking the ſtreets, „ 
in the Park, what they betoken, i, 145 
— dreſs, neither by reaſon nor inſtinct, i, 149 
Letchers old, where they frequent, ii, 280 
Leadenhall- market, ji, 46 
Lintot, Mr. advice to him, ii, 565 
Lawyer paſſing the ſtreet in a coach, ii, $79 
Labourers returned from work, iti, 13 
Lincoln's- Inn Fields, lit, 133 
Linkman, where not to be truſted, iii, 139 
Luxury, a reflection on it, iii, 195 


Legs, their uſe, Ut, 241 
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ub what it ſhews in the middle of the 
ſtreet, | iii, 333 
Ludgate-hill, ii, 292 
M | 
Martha, a milkmaid of Lincolnſhire, i, 227 
Morning, then what firſt to be conſidered, i, 121 
Morning deſcribed, ii, 7 
Milford-lane, | lit, 25 
Meuſe, jugglers often ply thereabout to in- 
veigle Walkers to play, ü, 287 


Milkmaid of the City unlike a rural one, ü, Ir 
Mercy recommended to coachmen and carmen, ii, 237 
Maſons, dangerous to paſs where at work, ii, 266 


Modeſty not to be offended, i, 298 
Monday, by what obſervations to know it, ii, 308 
Miſer, his manner of 2. ii, 462 
Moor,: fields, ii, 148 
Monmouth: ſtreet, G ibid, 
Mobs to be avoided, iii, 31 
Mohocks, a ſet of modern rakes, ni, 326 
Matrons put in hogſheads, ui, 337 
N 
Naples, the ſtreets of that city, i, 93 
Newgate-market, ii, $44 
Niſus and Euryalus, lit, 97 
Noſe, its uſe, iii, 245 


92 | INDEX, 


Pall-Mall celebrated, 


; Book. Fer, 
Nicker, his art, in, 323 
Naples, its fate, iii, 387 
| O0 
Oyſters, at what time firſt cried, i, 28 
Old woman, an obſervation upon one, i, 139 
Obſervations on the looks of Walkers, ii, 274 
Ox roaſted on the Thames, ii, 368 
Orpheus, his death, 11, 394 
Overton the printſeller, ii, 489 
Oyſter-wench, iii, 185 
Oyſter, the courage of him that firſt ate one, iii, 195 
Ocdipus, iii, 215 
P 
Pavers, their duty, i, 11 
Paris, the ſtreets of that city, i, 85% 
Poor, their mut murs, what the fign of, 3,178 
Paul, St. his feſtival, i, 176 
Precepts what the conſequence, if neglected, i, 189 
Pattens, a female implement, 1, 212 
Preſents better than flattery, i, 280 
Patten, its derivation, i, 182 
Perfumer, by whom to be avoided, 11, 29 
Porters ſworn, uſeful to Walkers, ii, 65 
'Prentices not to be relied on, ii, 69 
Poſt, when to walk on the outſide of it, ii, 98 
Pillory not to be gaz'd upon, mn, 22x 
ii, 257 
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INDEX, 95 
Bool. Ver. 
Pythagoras, his doctrine, ii, 237 
Petticoat, its uſe in bad weather, ii, 304 
Pavers, a ſignal for coaches to avoid them, ii, 306 
Pattens inconvenient in ſnowy weather, ii, 324 
Phaeton, a beau compared to him, ii, 535 
Periwigs, how ſtolen off the kead, iii, 55 
Pickpocket, his art and misfortunes, iii, «9 
Paint, how to bz avoided, ili, 337 
Playhouſe, a caution when you lead a lady 
out of it, ©. BW, 255 
Quarrels for the wall to be avaided, iii, 213 
Quarrels, ſham ones dangerovs, iii, 24k 
| | K 
Ridinghood, its uſe, 1, 49 
Rome, the ſtreets of it, 1,94 
Rain, figns of it, i, 157 
Rakes, how they avoid a dun, ii, 282 
Raphael Urbin, ü, 487 
Rakes, their time of walking, iii, 3a 
Regulus, his death, iü, 330 
Reader, the Author addreſſes him, ii, 393 
8 A 
Scavengers, their duty, i, 15 
Stagecoaches, an obſervation upon them, 2 6 


Shoe · cleaning boys, the time o their firſt appear · 
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Shoes, when to provide them, 


—— what ſort improper for Walkers, 


——— what proper for dancers, 
—— what molt proper for Walkers, 
Surtout kerſey, its deſcription, 
Shower, a man in one deſcribed, 


Shins, what they betoken when ſcorch'd, 


Signs creaking, what they betoken, 
Superſtition to be avoided, 

Swithin, St. his feſtival, 

Smallcoal-man, by whom to be avoided, 
Summer, foreign to the Author's deſign, 
Signs, the uſe of them, 


Seven-dials of St. Giles's pariſh deſcribed, 


Book, Ver. 
i, 29 
i, 33 
i, 30 

ibid. 


1, 55 
1, 191 
i, 137 
i, 157 
1, 175 
1,183 
ii, 35 


ii, 313 


ii, 67 
ii, 80 


Stockings, how to prevent their being ſpattered, ii, 91 


Streets, narrow ones to be avoided, ii, 247 
Snowy weather, ii, 320 
Shoes, how to free them from ſnow, ü, 325 
Snowballs, coachmen pelted with them, ii, 329 
Schoolboys, miſchievous in froſty weather, ii, 331 


Sempſtreſs, the deſcription of her in a froſty 


morning, n, 
Saturday, by what obſervations to know it, ii, 422 
Spring, the cries then in uſe, | ii, 428 
Streets formerly noblemen's houſes, ii, 491 
Sempſtreſs, advice to her, ii, 341 
Swords, ſilver, lure thieves, ili, $3 
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Book. Per. 
Street, how to croſs it, J iii, 165 
Scylla and Charybdis, iii, 183 
Street, where to croſs it by night, iii, 185 
Shoe-cleaning boy, his birth, | ii, 135 
his lamentation, | ii, 177 
—— his happineſs, ji, 145 
—— Without father or mother, ii, 18 
Scourers, a ſet of rakes, | © tit, 325 
Snowhill, ili, 330 
” | 

Trivia, the goddeſs of ſtreets and highways, 
invoked, 1,5 
Trades prejudicial to Walkers, ii, 25 
Tradeſmen, in what to be truſted, ii, 71 
Theſeus in the labyrinth of Crete, ii, 83 
Thames-ſtreet, ii, 244 
Trades offenſive to the ſmell, ii, 246 
Tea - dr inkers, a neceſſary caution to them, ii, 296 
Thames, coaches driven over it, it, 365 
Thaw, the deſcription of one, ii, 400 
Thurſday, by what obſervations to know it, ii, 40 8 
Titian, ii, 486 
Trivia invoked as Cynthia, _ 
Turnſtiles, ii, 209 
Tragedies, their fate, iii, 414 

U 


Umbrella, its uſe, _ 
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| Book. Fer. 
Vulcan in love with a milkmaid, i, 231 
advice to him, i, 245 
Venice, the ſtreets of it, 1,97 
Vaults, an obſervation upon them, 1,173 
Vulcan metamorphoſed to a country farrier, i, 253 
— the inventer of hobnails and parables, i, 263 
——— the inventer of pattens, 1, 275 
Upholder, where he frequents, n, 470 
vy | 
Winter, the beginning of it deſcribed, i, 2 
Weather, ſigns of told, 1,133 
ſigns of fair, 1, 142 
| ſigns of rainy, i, 137 
Witney broad - cloth proper for horſemen, i, 47 
Wig compared to Alecto's ſnakes, 1, 202 
to Glaucus's beard, 1, 20S 
—  — What to be worn in a miſt, i, 125 
Waterman, judicious in the weather, 2, 163 
Winds whiſtling, what they foretel, 1, 169 
Wall, to whom to be given, ii, 45 
to whom to be denied, it, 49 
Way, of whom to be inquired, ii, 65 
Wattling- ſtreet, i, 247 
Walkers inadvertent, to what misfortunes 
liable, ii, 285 
. Wits, a caution to them, ii, 296 
Walker diſtreſſed by a football, ii, 347 
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Waterman, his dominion invaded, 55 
Wedneſday, how to know it, ii, 41H 
Walkers, their happineſs, ii, 502 
free from diſeaſes, | ii, 306 
Water the danger of being upon it, ii, 515 
Walking advantageous to learning, ii, 541 
Women, the ill conſequenceofgazing on them, iii, 10x 
Wheelbarrbws, how they prejudice Walkers, iii, 107 
Whore, how to know one, iii, 267 
Watchmen, the method of treating with * iii, 37 
their ſignal to their fellows, iii, JIE 
what to do if taken by them, ü, 313 
Wall, when to keep it, | iii, 203 
Whores, the ſtreets where they ply, iii, 259 
Y 
Yeoman, a dreadfu}.ſtory of one, iii, 28 
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T 5186 that graceful toy whoſe waving play 

With gentle gales relieves the ſultry day, 

Not the wide Fan by Perſian dames diſplay'd, 
Which o'er their beauty caſts a grateful ſhade, 

Nor that long known in China's artful land, 5 
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand ; 
Nor ſhall the Muſe in Aſian climates rove, 

To ſeek in Indoſtan ſome ſpicy grove, 

Where ſtretch'd at eaſe the panting lady lies, 

To ſhun the fervour of meridian ſkies, 10 
While ſweating ſlaves catch ev'ry breeze of air, 
And with wide-ſpreading Fans refreſh the fair; 

No buſy guats her pleaſing dreams moleſt, 

Inflame her cheek, or ravage o' er her breaſt, 

But artificial zephyrs round her fly, I; 
And mitigate the fever of the {ky. 

Nor ſhall Bermudas long the Muſe detain, 
Whole fragrant foreſts bloom in Waller's ſtrain, 
Where breathing ſweets from ev'ry field aſcend, 
And the wild woods with golden apples bend; 20 


Book J. THE TAN. 99 


Yet let me in ſome od'rous ſhade repoſe, 
Whilſt in my verſe the fair palmetto grows; 

_= Like the tall pine it ſhoots its ſtately head, 
From the broad top depending branches ſpread; 
No knotty limbs the taper body bears, 25 

4. Hung on each bough a ſingle leaf appears, 

— Which ſhrivell'd in its infancy remains, 
Like a clos'd Fan, nor ſtretches wide its veins, 
But as the ſeaſons in their circle run, 
Opes its ribb'd ſurface to the nearer ſun: 30 
Beneath this ſhade the weary peaſant lies, 
Plucks the broad leaf, and bids the breezes riſe. 

5 Stay, wand'ring Muſe! nor rove in foreign climes; 

: To thy own native ſhore confine thy rhymes. 
Aſſiſt, ye Nine! your loftieſt notes employ, 35 
Say what celeſtial ſkill contriv'd the toy; 
Say how this inſtrument of love began, 

10 And in immortal ſtrains diſplay the Fan. 
Strephon had long confeſs'd his am'rous pain, 
Which gay Corinna rally'd with diſdain : 40 
Sometimes in broken words he ſigh'd his care, 
Look'd pale, and trembled when he view'd the fair: 
1; Wich bolder freedoms now the youth advanc'd, 
He dreſs'd, he laugh'd, heſung, he rhym'd, he danc'd: 
Now call'd more pow'rful preſents to his aid, 438 
n, And, to ſeduce the miſtreſs, brib'd the maid ; 
d, Smooth flatt'ry in her ſofter hours apply'd, 
20 The ſureſt charm to bend the force of pride; 
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But ſtill unmov'd remains the fcornful dame, 
Inſults her captive, and derides his flame. 50 
Men Strephon ſaw his vows diſpers'd in air, 

He ſought in ſolitude to loſe his care; 

Relief in ſolitude he fought in vain, 
It ferv'd, like muſick, but to feed his pain. 

To Venus now the {lighted boy complains, 55 
And calls the goddeſs in theſe tender ſtrains, 
O potent Queen! from Neptune's empire ſprung, 

Whoſe glorious birth admiring Nereids ſung, 

Who 'midſt the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove, 
Whoſe radiant preſence gilds the Paphian grove, 60 
Where to thy name a thouſand altars rite, 

And curling clouds of incenſe hide the ſxies; 

O beauteous Goddeſs ! teach me how to move, 
Inſpire my tongue with eloquence of love. 

If lott Adonis e'er thy boſum warm'd, Gs 
f eber his eyes or godlike figure charm'd, 
Think on thoſe hours when firſt you felt the dart, 
Think on the reſtleſs fever of thy heart; 

Think how you pin'd in abſence of the rinks; 

y thoſe uneaſy minutes know my pain. 70 
Fi'n while Cydippe to Diana bows, 

And at her ſtrine renews her virgin yows, 

The lover, taught by thee, her pride o'ercame; 

dne reads hisoaths, and feels an equal flame: 

Oh] may my flame, like thine, Acontius! prove, 77 
day Venus dictate, and reward my love, 
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When crowds of ſuitors Atalanta try'd, 
She wealth and beauty, wit and fame defy'd; 


Fach daring lover with advent'rous pace 
Purſu'd his wiſhes in the dang'rous race; 80 
Like the ſwift hind the bounding damſel flies, 
Strains to the goal, the diſtanc'd lover dies. 

5 Hippomenes, O Venus! was thy care, 


You taught the ſwain to ſtay the flying fair, 
Thy golden preſent caught the virgin's eyes, 855 
She ſtoops; he ruſhes on, and gains the prize. 
Jay, Cyprian Deity ! what gift, what art, 
60 Shall humble into love Corinna's heart ? 

if only ſome bright toy can charm her fight, 

Teach me what preſent may ſuſpend her flight. 90 

Thus the defponding youth his flame declares; 

The goddeſs with a nod his paſſion hears, 
65 Far in Cythera ſtands a ſpacious grove, 
Sacred to Venus and the god of Love; 
Here the luxuriant myrtle rears her head, 95 
Like the tall oak the fragrant branches ſpread; 
Here Nature all her ſweets profuſely pours, 
And paintsth' enamell'd ground with various flow' rs; 
Deep in the gloomy glade a grotto bends, 
Wide thro” the craggy rock an arch extends, co 
Ihe rugged ſtone is clorh'd with mantling vines, 
And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines. 

Here buſy Cupids, with pernicious art, 
Form the ſtiff bow and forge the fatal dart: 
Liz 
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All ſhare the toil : while ſome the bellows ply, 105 
Others with feathers teach the ſhafts to fly ; 

Some with joint force whirl round the ſtony wheel, 
Where ſtreams the ſparkling fire from temper'd ſteel; 
Some point their arrows with the niceſt ſkill, 


And with the warlike ſtore their quivers fill. 110 


A different toil another forge employs; 
Here the loud hammer faſhions female toys; 
Hence is the fair with ornament ſupply'd, 
Hence ſprung the glitt'ring implements of pride; 
Fach trinket that adorns the modern dame, 115 
Fir{t to theſe little artiſts ow'd its frame. 
Here an unfiniſh'd di'mond eroſslet lay, 
To which ſoft lovers adoration pay; 
There was the poliſh'd cryſtal bottle ſeen, 
nat with quick ſcents revivesthe modiſh ſpleen : 120 
ere the yet rude unjointed ſnuff-box lies, 
Which ſerves the rally'd fop for ſmart replies; 
There piles of paper roſe in gilded reams, 
'The future records of the lover's flames : 
Here clouded canes midſt heaps of toys are found, 125 
And inlaid tweezer- caſcs ſtrow the ground: 
There ſtands the toilette, nurſery of charms, 
Completely furniſh'd with bright beauty's arms; 
'The patch, the powderbox, pulville, perfumes, 
Pins, paint, a flattering glaſs, and black-lead combs. 
The toilſome hours in diff rent labour flide, 131 
Some work the file, and ſome the graver guide; 
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From the loud envil the quick blow rebounds, 
And their rais'd arms deſcend in tuneful ſounds. 
Thus when Semiramis, in ancient days, 134 
Bade Babylon her mighty bulwar ks raiſe, 
A ſwarm of lab'rers diff rent taſks attend: 
Here pullies make the pond'rous oak aſcend, 
With echoing ſtrokes the cragged quarry groans, 
While there the chiſſel forms the ſhapeleſs ſtones; 140 
The weighty mallet deals reſounding blows, 
Fill the proud battlements her tow'rs encloſe. 

Now Venus mounts her car; ſhe ſhakes the reins, 
And ſteers her turtles to Cythera's plains; 
Straight to the grot with graceſul ſtep ſhe goes, 145 
Her looſe ambroſial hair behind her flows; 
he ſwelling bellows heave for breath no more, 
All drop their ſilent hammers on the floor; 
in deep ſuſpenſe the mighty labour ſtands, 
While thus the goddeſs ſpoke her mild commands. 

Induſtrious I,oves! your preſent toils forbear, 151 
A more important taſk demands your care; 
Long has the ſcheme employ'd my thoughtful mind, 
By judgment ripen'd, and by time reſin'd. 
hat glorious bird have ye not oiten ſeen 155 
Who draws the car of the celeſtial Queen? 
Have ye not oft” ſurvey'd his varying dyes, 
His tail all gilded o'er with Argus' eyes? 
Have ye not ſeen him in the ſunny day 
Unfurl his plumes, and all his pride diſplay, 
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And with long-trailing feathers ſweep the plain? 


Learn from this hint, let this inſtruct your art, 

Thin taper ſticks muſt from one centre part; 

Let theſe into the quadrant's form divide, 

The ſpreading ribs with ſnowy paper hide; 

Here ſhall the pencil bid its colours flow, 

And make a miniature creation grow: 

Let the machine in equal foldings cloſe, 

And now its plaited ſurface wide diſpoſe; 

So ſhall the fair her idle hand employ, 

And grace each motion with the reſtleſs toy, 

With various play bid grateful zephyrs riſe, 

While love in ev'ry grateful zephyr flies. 
The matter Cupid traces out the lines, 

And with judicious hand the draught defigns; 

Th' expecting Loves with joy the model view, 

And the joint labour eagerly purſue. 

Some {lit their arrows with the niceſt art, 

And into flicks convert the ſhiver'd dart; 

The breathing bellows wake the ſleeping fire, 

Blow off the cinders, and the ſparks aſpire; 

Their arrows' point they ſoften in the flame, 


And ſounding hammers break its barbed frame: 


Of this the little pin they neatly mould, 
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From whence their arms the ſpreading ſticks unfold; 


In equal plaits they now the paper bend, 
And at juſt diſtance the wide ribs extend, 
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Then on the frame they mount the limber fkreen, 
And finiſh inſtantly the new machine. 190 
The goddeſs, pleas'd, the curious work receives, 

Remounts her chariot, and the grotto leaves; | 

With the light Fan ſhe moves the yielding air, 

And gales, till then unknown, play round the fair. 
Unhappy Lovers! how will you withſtand, 195 

When theſe new arms ſhall grace your charmer'shand? 

In ancient times, when maids in thought were pure, 

When eyes were artleſs, and the look demure, 

When the wide ruff che well-turn'd neck enclos'd, 

And heaving breaſts within the ſtays repos'd, co 

When the cloſe hood conceal'd the modeſt ear, | 

Fre black-lead combs difown'd the virgin's hair, 

Then in the muff unactive fingers lay, 

Nor taught the Fan in fickle forms to play. 

How are the ſex improv'd in am'rous arts! 205 
What new-found ſnares they bait for human hearts! 
When kindling war the ravag'd globe ran o'er, 

And fatten'd thirfty plains with human gore, 

At firſt, the brandiſh'd arm the jav'lin threw, 

Or ſent wing'd arrows from the twanging yew z 219 
In the bright air the dreadful falchion ſhone, 

Or whiſtling ſlings diſmiſs'd th' uncertain ſtone. 
Now men thoſe lefs deſtructive arms deſpiſe, 
Wide-waſteful death from thund'ring cannon flies; 
Ine hour with more battalions ſtrows the plain 285 
Than were of yore in weekly bagtles lain, 
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So love with fatal airs the nymph ſupplies, 

Her dreſs diſpoſes, and directs her eyes. 
The boſom now its panting beauties ſhows, 

Th' experienc'd eye reſiſtleſs glances throws; 220 
Now vary'd patches wander o'er the face, 

And ſtrike each gazer with a borrow'd grace; 

The fickle headdreſs ſinks, and now aſpires, 

A tow'ry front of lace on branching wires: 

The curling hair in tortur'd ringlets flows, 225 
Or round the face in labour'd order grows. 

How ſhall 1 ſoar, and on unweary wing 

Trace varying habits upward to their ſpring ? 

What force of thought, what numbers can expreſs 
Th' inconſtant equipage of female drefs? 130 
How the ſtrait ſtays the ſlender waiſt conſtrain, 
How to adjuſt the mantua's ſweeping train ? 

What fancy can the petticoat ſurround, 

With the capacious hoop of whalebone bound? 

But ſtay, preſumptuous Muſe! nor boldly dare 235 
The toilette's ſacred myſteries declare; 

Let a juſt diſtance be to beauty paid; 

None here muſt enter but the truſty maid. 

Should you the wardrobe's magazine rehearſe, 

And gloſſy manteaus ruſtle in thy verſe; 240 
Should you the rich brocaded ſuit unfold, 

Where riſing flow'rs grow {tiff with froſted gold, 
The dazzled Muſe would from her ſubject ſtray, 
And in a maze of faſhions loſe her way 244 
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Orruros' gates unfold; in heav'n's high tow'rs 
Appear in council all th' immortal pow'rs; 
Great Jove above the reſt exalted fate; 
And in his mind revolv'd ſucceeding fate; 
His awful eye with ray ſuperiour ſhone, 5 
The thunder-graſping eagle guards his throne; 
On ſilver clouds the great aſſembly laid, 
The whole creation at one view ſurvey'd. 

But ſee, fair Venus comes in all her ſtate! 
The wanton Loves and Graces round her wait; 10 
With her looſe robe officious zephyrs play, 
And flrow with odorif'rous flow'rs the way; 
In her right hand ſhe waves the flutt'ring Fan, 
And thus in melting ſounds her ſpeech began. 

Aſſembled Pow'rs! wha fickle mortals guide, 15 
Who o'er the ſea, the ſkies, and earth, preſide; 
Ye Fountains whence all human bleſlings flow, 
Who pour your bounties on the world below; 
Bacchus firſt rais'd and prun'd the climbing vine, 
And taught the grape to ſtream with gen'rous wine; 
Induſtrious Ceres tam'd the ſavage ground, 21 
And pregnant fields with golden harveſts crown'd; 
Flora with bloomy ſweets enrich'd the year, 
And fruitful autumn is Pomona's care. 
[ firſt taught woman to ſubdue mankind, 
And all her native charms with dreſs refin'd ; 
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Celeſtial Synod! this machine ſurvey, 
That ſhades the face, or bids cool zephyrs play ; 
It confcious bluſhes on her check ariſe, 
With this ſhe veils them from her lover's eyes: 30 
No levell'd glance betrays her am'rous heart, 
From the Fan's ambuſh ſhe directs tlie dart. 
The royal ſceptre ſhines in Juno's hand, 
And twiſted thunder ſpeaks great Jove's command: 
On Pallas' arm the Gorgon ſhield appears, 39 
And Neptune's mighty graſp the trident bears: 
Ceres is with the bending fickle ſeen, 
And the ſtrung bow points out the Cynthian Queen: 
Henceforth the waving Fan my hand ſhall grace, 
The waving Fan ſupply the ſceptre's place. 40 
Who ſhall, ye Pow'rs! the forming pencil hold? 
What ſtory ſhall the wide machine unfold ? 
Let Loves and Graces lead the dance around, 
With myrtle wreaths and flow'ry chaplets crown'd; 
Let Cupid's arrow ſtrow the ſmiling plains 45 
With unreſiſting nymphs and am'rous ſwains; 
May glowing picture o'er the ſurface ſhine, 
To melt flow virgins with the warm deſign. 

Diana roſe, with ſilver creſcent crown'd, 
And fix'd her modeſt eyes upon the ground; 50 
Then with becoming mien ſhe rais'd her head, 
And thus with graceful voice the virgin ſaid : 

Has woman then forgot all former wiles, 
The watchful ogle, and deluſive ſmiles ? 
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Does man againſt her charms too pow'rful prove, 55 
Or are the ſex grown novices in love? 
Why then theſe arms? or why ſhould artful eyes, 

F From this flight ambuſh conquer by ſurpriſe ? 
No guilty thought the ſpotieſs virgin knows, 
And o'er her cheek no conſcious crimſon glows: 60 
Since bluſhes then from ſhame alone ariſe, 


Why ſhould we veil them from her lover's eyes? 
4 Let Cupid rather give up his command, 
And truſt his arrows in a female kand. 
Have not the gods already cheriſh'd pride, 63 
n: And woman with deſtructive arms ſupply'd ? 
Neptune on her beſtows his choiceſt ſtores, 
40 For her the chambers of the deep explores; 


The gaping ſkell its pearly charge reſigns, 
And round her neck the lucid bracelet twines: 70 
Plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold, 


d; Where the warm ore is ripen'd into gold; 

45 Or where the ruby reddens ia the ſoil, 
Where the green em'rald pays the ſrarcher's toil. 
Does not the di'mond ſparkle in her ear, 75 


Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair? 
From the gay nymph the glancing luſtre flies, 
90 And imitates the lightning of her eyes, 
But yet if Venus' wiſhes mult ſucceed, 
And this fantaſtick engine be decreed, 80 
May ſome chaſte ſtory from the pencil flow, 
i ſpeak the virgin's joy and Hymen's wo. 
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Here let the wretched Ariadne ſtand, 
Seduc'd by 'Theſcus to ſome deſert land, 
Her locks diſhevell'd waving in the wind, 85 
The cryſtal tears confeſs her tortur'd mind; 
The perjur'd youth unfurls his treach'rous ſails, 
And their white boſoms catch the ſwelling gales. 
Be ſtill, ye Winds! the crics ; ſtay, Theſeus, ſtay ; 
But faithleſs Theſeus hears no more than they. 90 
All deſp'rate, to ſome eraggy cliff ſhe flies, 
And ſpreads a well-known ſignal in the ſkies; 
His leſs'ning veſſel ploughs the foamy main; 
She ſighs, the calls, ſhe waves the ſign in vain. 

Paint Dido there amidſt her laſt diſtreſs, 95 
Pale cheeks and bloodihot eyes her grief expreſs: 
Peep in her breaſt the recking {word is drown'd, 
And guſhing blood ſtreams purple from the wound; 
Her ſiſter Anna hov'ring o'er her ſtands, g 
Accuſes Heav'n with lifted eyes and hands, Ico 
Upbraids the 'I'rojan with repeated cries, 

And mixes curſes with her broken ſighs. 

View this, ye Maids! and then each ſwain believe; 

They're Trojans all, and vow but to deceive. 

Here draw Oenone in the lonely grove, ICs 

Where Paris firſt betray'd her into love: 

Let wither'd garlands hang on ev'ry bough, 

Which the falſe youth wove for Oenone's brow : 

Ihe garlands loſe their ſweets, their pride is ſhed, 
And like their odours all his vowsare fled; 110 
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On her fair arm her penſive head ſhe lays, 
And Xanthus' waves with mournful looks ſurveys, 
That flood which witneſs'd his inconſtant flame, 
When thus he ſwore, and won the yielding dame 
Theſe ſtreams ſhall ſooner to their fountain move, 
Than I forget my dear Oenone's love. 116 
Roll back, ye Streams! back to your fountain ems. 
Paris is falſe, Oenone is undone. 
Ah! wretched Maid! think how the moments flew, 
Fre you the pangs of this curs'd paſſion knew, 120 
When groves could pleaſe and when you lov'd the 
Without the preſence of your perjur'dſwain. ſplain, 
Thus may thenymph, whene'er ſhe ſpreadsthe . 
In his true colours view perſdious man; 
Pleas'd with her virgin ſtate in foreſts rove, 125 
And never truſt the dang'rous hopes of love. 
The goddeſs ended, metry Momus roſe ; 
With ſmiles and grins he wagg ith glances throws, 
Then with a noiſy laugh foteſtals his joke, 
Mirth flaſhes from his eyes while thus he ſpoke. 130 
Rather let he#v'nly deeds be painted there, 
And by your own examples teach the fair, 
Let chaſte Diana on the piece be ſeen, 
And the bright ereſcent own the Cynthian Queen. 
On Latmos' top ſee young Endytnion lies, 125 
Feign'd Nleep hath clos'd the bloomy lover's eyes; 
gee to his ſoft embraces how ſhe ſteals, 
And on his lips her warm careſſes ſeals; 
K ij 
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No more her hand the glitt'ring jav'Iin holds, 
But round his neck her eager arms ſhe folds. 140 
Why are our ſecrets by our bluſhes ſhown ? 
Virgins are virgins ſtill-—while t is unknown. 
Here let her on ſome flow'ry bank be laid, 
Where meeting beeches weave a graceful ſhade, 
Her naked boſom wanton treſſes grace, I45 
And glowing expectation paints her face. 
O'er her fair limbs a thin looſe veil is ſpread, 
Stand off, ye Shepherds! fear Actæon's head; 
Let vig'rous Pan th' unguarded minute ſeize, 
And in a ſhaggy goat the virgin pleaſe. I:9 
Why are our ſecrets by our bluſhes ſhown ? 
Virgins are virgins ſtill while 't is unknown. 
There with juſt warmth Aurora's paſſion trace, 
Let ſpreading crimſon ſtain her virgin face; 
See Cephalus her wanton airs deſpiſe, 155 
Whale ſhe provokes him with defiring eyes: 
To raiſe his paſſion ſhe diſplays her charms, 
His modeſt hand upon her boſom warms; 
Nor looks, nor pray'rs, nor force, his heart perſuade, 
But with diſdain he quits the roſy maid. 169 
Here let diſlolving Læda grace the toy, 
Warm checks and heaving breaſts reveal her joy; 
Beneath the preſſing ſwan ſhe pants for air, 
While with his flutt'ring wings he fans the fair, 
There let all-conqu'ring gold exert its pow'r, 16; 
And ſoften Danae in a glitt'ring ſhow'r, 
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Would you warn beauty not to cheriſh pride, 
Nor vainly in the treach'rous bloom confide, 
On the machine the ſage Minerva place, 
With lineameats of wiſdom mark her face: 170 
See where ſhe lies near ſome tranſparent flood, 
And with her pipe cheers the reſounding wobd ; 
Her image in the floating glaſs ſhe ſpies, 
Her bfoated cheeks, worn lips, and ſhrivell'd eyes: 
She breaks the guikleſs pipe, and with diſdain 175 
Its ſhatter'd ruins flings upon the plain: 
With the loud reed no more her checks ſhall ſwell; 
What, ſpoil her face! no, Warbling ſtrains farewell. 
Shall arts—fhall ſciences, employ the fair? 
"Choſe trifles are beneath Minerva's care. 186 
From Venus let her learn the marry'd life, 
And all the virtuous duties of a wife. 
Here on a couch extend the Cyprian dame, 
J.ct her eye ſparkle with the glowing flame; 
The god of war within hey clinging arms, 185 
Zinks on her lips, aud kindles all her charms. 
Paint limping Vulcan with a huſband's care, 
And let his brow the cuckold's honours wear; 
Beneath the net the captive lovers place, 
Their limbs entangled in a cloſe embrace. _ 190 
Jet theſe amours adorn the new machine, 
And female nature on the piece be ſeen; 
50 ſhall the fair, as long as Fans ſhall laſt, 
Learn from your bright examples to be chaſte. 104 
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Tuus Momus ſpoke. When ſage Minerva roſe, 
From her ſweet lips ſmooth elocution flows, 
Her ſkiful hand an iv'ry pallet grac'd, 
Where ſhining colours were in order plac'd. 
As gods are bleſs'd with a ſuperiour ſkill, 5 
And ſwift as mortal thought perform their will, 
Straight ſhe propoſes, by her art divine, 
To bid the paint expreſs her great deſign. 
TH aſfembled pow'rs conſent. She now began, 
And her creating pencil ſtain'd the Fan. 19 
O'er the fair field trees ſpread, and rivers flow, 
Tow'rs rear their heads, and diſtant mountains grow; 
Lite ſeems to move within the glowing veins, 
And in each face fome lively paſſion reigns, 
Thus have I ſeen woods, hills, and dales, appear, 1s 
Flocks graze the plains, birds wing the filent air 
En darken'd rooms, where light can only paſs 
Thro' the ſmall circle of a conve: glaſs; 
On the white ſheet the moving figures rife, 
The foreſt waves, clouds float along the ſkies, 20 
She various fables on the piece deſign'd, 
'Fhat ſpoke the follies of the female kind. 
The fate of pride in Niobe ſhe drew: 
Be wile, ye Nymphs ! that fcornful vice ſubdue : 
In a wide plain th' imperious mother ſtood, £5 
Whoſe diſtant bounds roſe in a winding wood; 
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Upon her ſhoulder flows her mantling hair, 

Pride marks her brow, and elevates her air; 

A purple robe behind her ſweeps the ground, 
Whoſe ſpacious border golden flow'rs ſurround ; 30 
She made Latona's altars ceaſe to flame, 

And of due honours robb'd her ſacred name; 

To her own charms fhe bade freſh incenſe riſe, 

And adoration own her brighter eyes. 

Sev'n daughters from her fruitful loins were born, 35 
Sev'n graceſul ſons her nuptial bed adorn, . 

Who, for a mother's arrogant diſdain, 

Were by Latona's double offspring lain. 

Here Phœbus his unerring arrow drew, 

And from his riſing ftced her fir{t-born threw, 40 
His op'ning fingers drop the ſlacken'd rein, 

And the pale coarſe falls headlong to the plain. 
Beneath her pencil here two wreſtlers bend, 

See, to the graſp their fwelling nerves diſtend, 
Diana's arrow joins them face to face, 45 
And death unites them in a ſtrict embrace. 
Another here flies trembling o'er the plain; 

When Heav'n purſues we ſhun the ſtroke in vain, 
This lifts his ſupplicating hands and eyes, 

And 'm idſt his humble adoration dies. 50 
As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 

A ſurer weapon ſtrikes his throbbing heart : 

While that to raiſe his wounded brother tries, 
Death blaſts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes. 
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The tender ſiſters bath'd in grief appear, 55 
With ſable garments and diſhevell'd hair, 

And o'er their gaſping brothers weeping ſtood 
Some with their treſſes ſtopt the guſhing blood, 
They ſtrive to ftay the fleetiog life too late, 

And in the pious action ſhare their fate. G0 
Now the proud dame, o'ercome by trembling ſear, 
With her wide robe protects her only care; 

To ſave her only care in vain ſhe tries, 

Cloſe at her feet the lateſt victim dies. 

Down her fair cheek the trickling ſorrow flows, 65 
Like dewy ſpangles on the bluſhing roſe; 

Fixt in aſtoniſhment ſhe weeping ſtood, 

The plain all purple with her children's blood: 

She ſtiffens with her woes: no more her hair 

In eaſy ringlets wantons iu the ait; 79 
Motion forſakes her eyes, her veins are dry'd, 

And beat no longer with the ſanguine tide; ' 


All life is fled, firm marble now ſhe grows, 


Which {till in tears the mother's anguiſh ſhows. 
Ye haughty Fair! your painted Fans diſplay, 73 
And the jult fate of lofty pride ſurvey; 0 
Tho' lovers oft' extol your beauty's pow'r, ] 
And in celeſtial ſimilies adore ; I 
Tho' from your features Cupid borrows arms, 
And goddeſſes confeſs inferionr charms, 9 , 
Do not, vain Maid! the flatt"ring tale believe, 
Alike thy lovers and thy glaſs deceive, 
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Here lively colours Procris' paſſion tell, 
Who to her jealous fears a victim fell. 
Here kneels the trembling hunter o'er his wife, 84 
Who rolls her ſick'ning eyes, and gaſps for life; 
Her drooping head upon ker ſhoulder lies, 
And purple gore her ſnowy boſom dyes, 
What guilt, what horrour on his face appears! 
See, his red eyelid ſeems to ſwell with tears, 90 
With agony his wringing hands he rains, 
And ſtrong convulſions ſtretch his branching veins, 
Learn hence, ye wives! bid vain ſuſpicion ceaſe, 
Loſe not in fullen diſcontent your peace; 
For when ſterce love to jealouſy ferments, 95 
A thouſand doubts and fears the ſoul invents; 
No more the days in pleaſing converſe flow, 

And nights no more their foft endearments know. 
There on the piece the Volſcian Queen expir'd, 
The love of ſpoils her female boſom fir'd ; ICO 

Gay Chloreus' arms attract her longing eyes, 
And for the painted plume and helm ſhe fighs; 
Fearleſs ſhe follows bent on gaudy prey, 
Till an il-fated dart obſtructs her way; | 
Down drops the martial maid; the bloody ground 103 
Floats with a torrent from the purple wound : | 
The mournful nymphs her drooping head ſuſtain, 
And try to ſtop the guſhing life in vain. 

Thus the raw maid ſome tawdry coat ſurveys, 
Where the fop's fancy in cmbroid'ry plays; 110 
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His ſnowy feather edg'd with crimſon dyes, 
And his bright ſwordknot lure her wand'ring eyes; 
Fring'd gloves and gold brocade conſpire to move, 
Till the nymph falls a ſacrifice to love. 

Here young Narciſſus o'er the fountain ſtood, 115 
And view'd his image in the cryſtal flood, 
The cryſtal flood reflects his lovely charms, 
And the pleas'd image ſtrives to meet his arms. 
No nymph his unexperienc'd breaſt ſubdu'd, 
Echo in vain the flying boy purſu'd, 110 
Himſelf alone the fooliſh youth admires, 
And with fond look the ſmiling ſhade deſires; 
O'er the ſmooth lake with fruitleſs tears he grieves, 
His ſpreading fingers ſhoot in verdant leaves, 
Thro' his pale veins green {ap now gently flows, 125 
And in a ſhort-liv'd flow'r his beauty blows. 

Let vain Narciſſus warn each female breaſt, 
That beauty 's but a tranſient guod at beſt; 
Like flow'rs it withers with th' advancing year, 
And ape, like winter, robs the blooming fair. 130 
Oh! Araminta, ceaſe thy wonted pride, 
Nor longer in thy faithleſs charms confide ; 
Ev'n while the glaſs reflects thy ſparkling eyes, 
Their luſtre and thy roſy colour flies! 

Thus on the Fan the breathing figure ſhine, 135 
And all the pow'rs applaud the wife deſign, 

The Cyprian Queen the painted gift receives, 
And with a gratgſul bow the ſynod leaves: 
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To the low world ſhe bends her ſteepy way, 

Where Strephon pals'd the ſolitary day: 140 
he found him in a melancho r grove, 

His downcaſt eyes betray'd deſponding love; 

The wounded bark confeſs'd his ſlighted flame, 
Andev'ry tree hore falſe Corinna's name: 

in a cool ſhade he lay with folded arms, 145 
Curſes his fortune, and upbraids her charms, 

When Venus to his wond'ring eyes appears, 

And with thefe words relieves his am'rous cares. 
Riſe, happy Youth ! this bright machine ſurvey, 
Whofe rattling ſticks my buſy fingers ſway, 159 

This preſent ſhall thy cruel charmer move, 
And in her fickle boſom kindle love. 
The Fan ſhall flutter in all female hands, 
And various faſhions learn from various lands : 
For this ſhall elephants their iv'ry ſhed, 155 
And poliſh'd ticks the waving engine ſpread; 
His clouded mail the tortoiſe ſhall reſign, 
And round the rivet peariy circles ſhine : 
On this ſhall Indians all their art enzploy, 
And with bright colours ſtain the gaudy toy; 169 
Their paint ſhall here in wildeſt fancies flow, 
Their dreſs, their cuitoms, their religion ſhow; 
»0 ſhall the Eritiſh fair their minds improve, 
And on the Fan to diſtant climates rove. 
Here China's ladies ſhall their pride difplay, 165 
4nd ſilver bgures gild their looſe array ; 


— — — — — 
— — 4 


—— 


erer 
As, > 


— 
ay - 
m 
—— * 
* 
© — b— — 


—— — 


- * ee \ 
bo —— 3 — — 


. 
2 *r 
— — 


Tio THE FAN, Book 111, 


This boaſts her little feet and winking eyes; 
That tunes the pipe, or tinkling cymbal plies: 
Here croſs-legg'd nob3-s in rich ſtate ſhall dine, 
There in bright mail diſtorted heroes ſhine, 179 
The peeping Fan in modern times ſhall riſe, 
Thro' which unſeen the female ogle flies: 
This ſhall in temples the fly maid conceal, 
And ſhelter love beneath Devotion's veil. 
Gay France ſhall make the Fan her artiſts' care, 175 
And with the coſtly trinket arm the fair. 
As learned orators that touch the heart, 
With various action raiſe their ſoothing art, 
Both head and hand affect the liſt'ning throng, 
And humour each expreſſion of the tongue: 12a 
Zo ſhall each faſhion by the Fan be ſeen, 
From noiſy anger to the ſullen ſpleen. 

While Venus ſpoke, joy ſhone in Strephon's eyes, 
Proud of the gift, he to Corinna flies: 
But Cupid (who delights in am'rous ill, 135 
Wounds hearts, and leaves them ta a woman's will) 
With certain aim a golden arrow drew, 
Which to Leander's panting boſom flew : 
Leander lov'd, and to the ſprightly dame 
In gentle ſighs reveal'd his growing flame; 190 
5weet ſmiles Corinna to his ſighs returns, 
And for the fop in equal paſſion burns. 

Jo, Strephon comes! and with a ſuppliant bow 

Offers the preſent, and renews his vow, 
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When ſhe the fate of Niobe beheld, 195 
Why has my pride againſt my heart rebell'd ? 
She ſighing cry'd : diſdain forfook her breaſt, 
And Strephon now was thought a worthy gueſt, 
In Procris' boſom when ſhe faw the dart, 
She juſtly blames her own ſuſpicious heart, aꝛco 
Imputes her diſcontent to jealous fear, 
And knovs her Strephon's conſtancy ſincere, 
When on Camilla's fate her eyes ſhe turns, 
No more for ſhow and equipage ſhe burns: 
dhe learns Leander's paſſion to deſpiſe, 203 
And looks on merit with diſcerning eyes. 
Narciſſus' change to the vain virgin ſhows, 
Who truſts to beauty truſts the fading roſe. 
Youth flies apace, with youth your beauty flies; 
Love then, ye Virgins! ere the bloſſom dies. 210 
Thus Pallas taught her. Strephon weds the dame, 
And Hymen's torch diftus'd the brighteſt flame. 212 
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THE PROEME 


TO THE 


COURTEOUS READER. 


GREAT marvell hath it been, ſ and that not unxvorthily } 
to diverſe worthy wits, that in this our iſland of Uri- 
tain, in all rare ſciences ſo greatly abounding, more eſpe + 
cially in all kinds of poefie highly flouriſhing, no poet 
ſtleugb otherwiſe of notable cunning in roundelays } 
hath hit on the right ſimple Eclogue, after the true an- 
tient guiſe of Theocritus, before this mine attempt 

Other pret travailing in this plain highway of paſtoral 
Ius re 1 none. Vet, certes, ſuch it beboveth a paſtoral to 
be, as nature in the country affurd:th, and the manners 
2% meetly copied from the ruſtical folk therein. In this 
4% my love ts my native country Britain much pricketh 
me {orward, to deſcribe aright the manners of our own 
hounr/t and laborious ploughmen, in no wiſe, ſure mor? 
unworthy a Britiſs poet's imitation, than thoſe of Sicily 
or Arcadie; albeit not ignorant I am what a rout and 
ral//ument of critical gallimawfry bath been made of 
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late days by certain young men of inſipid delicacy, con- 
cerning 1 wiſt not what Golden, Age, and other outra- 
geous conceits, to which they would confine paſtoral ; 
whereof, I avoww, I account nought at all, knowing no 
age ſo juſily to be inſtiled Golden, as this of our ſuvereign 
lady Queen Anne. 


This idle trumpery { only fit for ſchools and ſchoolboys } un- 


to that ancient Dorict ſrepberd Tleocritus, or his mates, 
was never known ; be rightly, throughout his fifth Idyll, 
maketh bis touts give foul language, and bebuld their 
goats at rut in all ſimplicity. 
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Verily as little pleaſunce receiveth a true Lomebred taft 


From all the fine finical newwfangled ſuoleries of this gay 
Gotbick garniture, wherewith they ſo nicely bedeck their 
court clowns, or clown courtiers, (for which to call 
them rightly I wot not) as would a prudent citizen 
journeying to bis country farms, ſtould he find them bc- 
cupied by people of this motley male, inſtead of plain, 


' downright, bearty, cleanly folk, ſuch as be now tenants 


to the burgeſſes of this realme, 


Furthermore, it is my purpoſe, gentle Reader, to ſet before 


thee, as it were, à picture, or rather lively landſchape 

of thy ezwn country, juſt as thou mighteſt ſee it, dideſt 

thou take a wall into the fields at the proper ſeaſon ; 

even as Maiſier Milton hath elegantly fet ferth iÞc ſame, 
I. 13 
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As one who long in populous city pent, 

Where houſes thick and ſewers annoy the air, 
Forth iſſuing on a ſummer's morn to breathe 
Among the pleaſant villages and farms 

Adjoin'd, from cach thing met conceives delight ; 
The ſmell of grain, or tedded graſs or kine, 

Or daixie, each rural fight, each rural ſound. 


Thou wilt not find my ſhepherd:ſſes idly piping on oaten 
reeds, but milling the tine, tying up the fbeaver, or if 
the hogs are aſtray, driving them to their ſiyes. My 7 
ſbepberd gathereth none other noſegays but what are the 
growth of our own fields ; he fleepeth not under Myrtle 
ſhades, but under a hedge ; nor doth he wigilantly defend 
bis flocks from wolves, becauſe there are none, as Mai- 


ſier Spenſer well obſerweth, 


Well is known that fince the Saxon King 
Never was wolf ſeen, many oc ſome, 
Nor in all Kent nur in Chtiſtendom. 


For as much gs I have mentioned Maiſter Spenſer, ſoothly 
J muſt acknowledze him a bard of ſweeteſt memorial. 
Yet hath his ſpepherd's boy at ſometimes raiſed his ru - 

flick reed to rhimes more rumbling than rural. Diverſe 
grave points alſo hath he handled of churchly matter, and 
doubts in religion daily ariſing, to great clerks only ap- 
pertaining. What liketh me bet are his names, indeed 
right ſample and meet for the country, ſuch as Lobbin, 
Cuddy, Hubbinol, Diggon, aud others, ſome of which I 
have made bold to borrow. Mos erver, as he called hit 
Eclogues, The Shepherd's Calendar, and divided the 3 
ſame into the tauelve months, I have cheſen ſ peradventure 
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not over raſoly ) to name mine by the days of the week, 
omitting Sunday or the Sabbath, ours being ſuppoſed to 
be Chriſtian ſhepherds, and to be then at church worſhip. 
Yetfurther of many of Maiſter Spenſer"s Eclogues it may 
be obſerved, though months they be called, of the ſaid 
months therein nothing is ſpecified, wherein 1 bave 70 


eftcemed him wortby mine imitation. 


That principally, courteous Reader, whereof I would have 


thee to be advertiſed, (ſeeing 1 depart from the vulgar 
uſage / is touching the language of my ſbepberds ; which 
is ſoothly to ſay, ſuch as is neither ſpoken by the country 
maiden or the courtly dame ; nay, not only ſuch as inthe 
preſent times is not uttered, but was never uttered in 
times paſt, and, if 1 judge aright, will never be utter- 
ed in times future; it having too much of the country to 
be fit for the court; too much of the court to be fit for 
the country; too much of the language of old times to be 
fit for the preſent ; too much of the preſent to have been 
fit for the old; and too much of beth to be fit for any 
time to come. Granted alſo it is, that in this my lau- 
guage 1 ſeem unto myſelf as a London maſon, who cat» 
culateth his work for a term of years, when he buildeth 
ꝛvith old materials upon a groundrent that is nit his rawn, 
which ſoon turneth to rubl iſb and ruins. For this point 
no reaſon can 1 alledye, only deep» learned enſamjles ha- 
ving led me thereunto, 


But bere again much comfort ariſeth in me from the hopes, 


in that I conceive, when theſe words in the courſe of 
L 13 
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tranfitory things ſhall decay, it may ſ bay, in meet tive, 
that ſome lower of ſimplicity /oall ariſe, who ſpall have 
the hardineſs to render the/: mine Eclogues into fuch more 
modern dialect as ſball be then underſiond, to which end, 
gloſſes and explications of uncouth pafioral terms are 
annexed. 

Gentle Reader, turn over the leaf, and entertain thyſ«!f 
with the proſpeet of thine ozon country, limned by ht 


Pain ful hand of 
thy loving countrymen, 
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more TO TUE RIGHT BONOURABLE 
_ THE LORD VISCOUNT BOLINGEROKE. 
are 
Lo I, who erſt beneath a tree 
ſelf Sung Burnkinet and Bowzybee, 
y the And Blouzelind and Marian bright, 
In apron blue or apron white, 
Now write my ſonnets in a book, 3 
For my good Lord of Bolingbroke. 
As lads and laſſes ſtood around 
To hear my boxen hautboy ſound, 
oAr. Our clerk came poſting o'er the green 
With doleful tidings of the Queen; 10 


That Queen, he ſaid, to whom we owe 
Sweet peace, that maketh riches flow; 
That Queen who eas'd our tax of late, 
Was dead, alas!-—and lay in tate. 

At this, in tears was Cic'ly ſeen, Is 
Buxoma tore her pinners clean, | 
In doleful dumps ſtood ev'ry clown, 

The parſon rent his band and gown. 

For me, when as [ heard that death 
Had ſnatch'd Queen Anne to EV zabeth, 20 
I broke my reed, and ſighing ſwore, 

I'd weep for Blouzelind no more. 
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While thus we ſtood as in a ſtound, 
And wet with tears, like dew, the ground, 
Full ſoon by bonefire and by bell 
We learnt our liege was paſling well. 

A ſkilful leach (ſo God him ſpeed) 
They ſay had wrought this bleſſed deed; 
This leach Arbuthnot was yclept, 
Who many a night not once had flept, 
But watch'd our gracious ſov'reign ſtill; 
For who could reſt while ſhe was ill? 
Oh! may'ſt thou henceforth ſweetly ſleep: 
Sheer, Swains! oh! ſheer your ſofteſt ſheep 
To ſwell his couch; for well I ween, 
He ſav'd the realm who ſav'd the Queen. 
Quoth l, Pleaſe God I'll hie with glee 
To court, this Arbuthnot to ſee. 
I ſold my ſheep and lambkins too, 
For ſilver loops and garment blue, 
My boxen hautboy, ſweet of ſound, 
For lace that edy'd mine hat around; 
For Lightfoot and my ſcrip I got 
A gorgeous ſword, and cke a knot. 
So forth | far'd to court with ſpeed, 
Of ſoldier's drum withouten dreed; 
For peace allays the ſhepherd's fear 
Of wearing cap of grenadier. 
There ſaw I ladies all-a-row 


Before their Queen in ſeemly ſhow, 
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No more Ill ſing Buxoma brown, 
Like goldfinch, in her Sunday gown ; 
Nor Clumfilis, nor Marian bright, 
Nor damſel that Hobnelia hight; 
But Lanſdown freſh as low'r of May, 55 
And Berkeley lady blithe and gay, 
And Angleſey, whoſe ſpeech exceeds a 
The voice of pipe or oaten reeds, 
And blooming Hyde, with eyes ſo rare, 
And Montague beyond compare. 60 
Such ladies fair wou'd I depaint 
In roundelay or ſonnet quaint. 
There many a worthy wight ve ſeca 
In riband blue and riband green; 
As Oxford, who a wand doth bear, 63 
Like Moſes, in our Bibles, fair; 
Who for our trafſick forms deſigns, 
| And gives to Britain Indian mines. 
Now, Shepherds! clip your fleecy care, 
Ye maids! your ſpinning-wheels prepare, 70 
Ye Weavers! all your ſhuttles throw, 
And bid broad-cloths and ſerges grow, 
For trading free ſhall thrive agam, 
Nor leaſings leud affright the ſwain. 
There ſaw I St. John, ſweet of mien, 1 
Full ſtedfaſt both to church and queen; 
With whoſe fair name I'll deck my ſtrain; _ 
0 vt. John, right courteous to the ſwain ; 
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For thus he told me on a day, 
Trim are thy Sonnets gentle Gay ! 
And, certes, mirth it were to {ee 
Thy joyous madrigals twice three, 
With preface meet, and notes profound, 
Imprinted fair, and well ybound. 
All ſuddenly then home | ſped, 
And did ev'n as my Lord had ſaid. 

Lo here thou haſt mine Eclogues fair, 
But let not theſe detain thine car: 
Let not th' affairs of ſtates and kings 
Wait while our Bowzybeus fings. 
Rather than verſe of ſimple ſwain 
Shou'd ſtay the trade of France or Spain, 
Or for the plaint of parſon's maid, 
Yon' Emp'rour's packets be delay'd, 
In ſooth I ſwear by holy Paul, 
I'd burn book, preface, notes and all. 
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III SHEPHFE.RD'S WEEK: _ 
MONDAY: 


OR, 
THE SQUABBLE. 


LOBBIN CLOUT, CUDDY, CLODDIPOLE, 


LOBBIN CLOUT, 


Tur younglings, Cuddy, are but juſt awake, 
No thruftles ſhrill the bramble-buſh forſake, 
No chirpin lark the welkin ſheen invokes, 
No damſel yet the ſwelling udder ſtrokes; 
O'er yonder hill does ſcant the dawn appear, 5 
Then why does Cuddy leave his cot ſo rear ? 
cur. Ah! Labbin Clout, I ween my plight is gueſt, 
For he that loves, a ſtranger is to reſt; 
If ſwains belie not thou haſt prov'd the ſmart, 
And Blouzelinda 's miſtreſs of thy heart. to 


F. 3. ] Welkin, the ſame as Welken; an old Savon word, 
ſignifying a cloud; by poetical licenſe it is frequently taken 
for the element or ſky, as may appear by this verſe in the 
Dream of Chaucer. 

Ne in all the welkin was no cloud— 

id.] Sheen, or Shine, an old word for ſhining, or bright. 

V. 5.] Scant, uſed in ancient Britiſh authors, for ſcarce. 

V. 6.] Rear, an expreſſion in ſeveral counties of England 
for early in the morning. 

V. 7.] To ween, derived from the Saxon, to think or con- 
CELVEs 


132 MONDAY : OR, THE SQUABBLE, Peg. 7, 


This riſing rear betok'neth well thy mind; 
Thoſe arms are folded for thy Blouzelind: 
And well, | trow, our piteous plights agree, 
Thee Blouzelinda ſmites, Buxoma me. 

LoB. CL. Ah! Blouzelind, Hove thee more by half, 5 
Than does their fawns, or cows the new fall'n calt ; 
Wo worth the tongue, may bliſters ſore it gall, 
That names Buxoma, Blouzelind withal. 

cup. Hold, witleſs Lobbin Clout, I thee adviſe, 
Leſt bliſters ſore on thy own tongue ariſe. 20 
Lo, yonder Cloddipole, the blithſome ſwain, 

The wiſeſt lout of all the neighb'ring plain! 

From Cloddipole we learnt to read the ſkies, 

To know when hail will fall or winds ariſe : 

He taught us erſt the heifer's tail to view, 25 

When ſtuck aloft, that ſhow'rs would trait enſue: 

He firſt that uſcful ſecret did explain, 

That pricking corns foretold the gath'ring rain: 

When ſwallows fleet foar high and ſport in air, 

He told us that the welkin would be clear. 30 

Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearſe, 

And praiſe his ſweetheart in alternate verſc : 

i'll wager this ſame oaken ſtaff with thee, 

That Cloddipole ſhall give the prize to me. 24 
LOB, CL, See this tobacco pouch that 's lin'd with 


Made of the {kin of ſleekeſt fallow-deer; (hair, 


F. 25. ] Erſt, a contraction of ere this; it ſignifies ſome 
time ago, or formerly. 
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l wager, that the prize ſhall be my due. 


133 
This pouch, that's ty'd with tape of reddeſt hue, 


cup, Begin thy carols, then, thou vaunting flouch, 


De thine the oaken ſtaff, or mine the pouch. 
LoB. ct. My Blouzelinda is the blitheſt laſs, 
Than primroſe ſweeter, or the clover-graſs, 
Tair is the kingcup that in meadow blows, 
Fair is the daiſie that beſide her grows; 
Fair is the jeiliflow'r, of gardens ſweet, 
Fair is the marigold, for pottage meet; 
But Blouzeiind 's than jelliflow'r more fair 
han daiſie, marigold, or kingeup rare. 
cud. My brown Buxoma is the feateſt maid 
That e'er at wake delightſome gambol play'd ; 
Clean as young lambkins or the gooſe's down, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. 
he witleſs lamb may ſport upon the plain, 
The friſking kid delight the gaping ſwain, 
he wanton calf may ſkip with many a bound, 
And my cur 'I'ray play defteſt feats around; 
Put neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray, 
Dance like Buxoma on the firſt of May. 


49 


45 


78 


55 


Lon. CL, Sweet is my toil when Blouzelind is near, 


Of her bereft, 't is winter all the year. 
With her no ſultry ſummer's heat I know; 
[ winter, when ſhe 's nigh, with love | glow, 


v. 56.] Deft, an old word ſignifying briſk or nimble. 
Fame J. M 


69 
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Come, Blouzelinda! eaſe thy ſwain's deſire, 
My ſummer's ſhadow, and my winter's fire! 
cuD. As with Buxoma once I work'd at hay, 65 
Ev'n noontide labour ſeem'd an holyday; 
And holydays, if haply ſhe were gone, 
Like worky days I wiſh'd would ſoon be done. 
Ettioons, O ſweetheart kind, my love repay, 
And all the year ſhall then be holyday. 70 
LOB. CL, As Blouzelinda in a gameſome mood, 
Behind a haycock loudly laughing ſtood, 
I thly ran, and inatch'd a haſty kiſs, 
She wip'd her lips, nor took it much amiſs. 
Believe me, Cuddy, while ['m bold to ſay, 75 
Her breath was ſweeter than the ripen'd hay. 
cup. As my Buxoma, in a morning fair, 
With gentle finger ſtrok'd her milky care, 
T quaintly ſtole a kiſs; at firſt, t is true, 
She frown'd, yet after granted one or two, 80 
Lobbin, | ſwear, believe who will my vows, 
Her breath by far excell'd the breathing cow's. 
LOR. CL. Leektothe Welch, to Dutchmen butter 's 
Of Iriſh ſwains poratoe is the cheer; dear, 


D. 69.) Fitfmons, from eft, an ancient Britiſh word ſig- 
nitving ſoon; ſo that eſtſoons is a doublinę of the word ſoon, 
which is, as it were, to ſay, twice ſoon, or very ſoon. 

V. 79.] Quaint has various fignifications in the ancient 
Englith authors, I have uſed it in this place in the ſame ſenſe 
as Chaucer hath done in his Mi/ar*s Tale, 

As clerkes heing full ſubtle and quaint. 
(by which he means arch or wagpith) and not in that obſcene 
ſenſe wherein he uſeth it in the line immediately following, 
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Oats for their feaſts the Scottiſh ſhepherds grind, 85 
Sweet turnips are the food of Blouzelind: 
65 While ſhe loves turnips butter I Il deſpiſe, 
Nor leeks, nor oatmeal, nor potatoe, prize. 
cup. In good roaſt beef my landlord ticks his knife, 
The capon fat delights his dainty wife; 90 
Pudding our parſon eats, the ſquire loves hare, 
70 But white-pot thick is my Buxoma's fare. 
l, While ſhe loves white-pot, capon ne'er ſhall be, 
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
LoB.CL, As once Iplay'd at Blindman'sbuff, it hapt 
About my eyes the towel thick was wrapt: 96 
75 I miſs'd the ſwains, and ſeiz'd on Blouzelind. 
True ſpeaks that ancient proverb, Love is blind.“ 
cup. As at Hot-cockels once I laid me down, 
And felt the weighty hand of many a clown, 100 
Buxoma gave a gentle tap, and I 
8 Quick roſe, and read ſoft miſchief in her eye. 
LoB.CL.Ontwo near elmis the llacken'd cord I hung; 
Now high, now low, my Blouzelinda ſwung. 
ter's With the rude wind her rumpled garment roſe, 105 
lear, And ſhow'd her taper leg and ſcarlet hoſe. 
| figs cup. Acroſs the fallen oak the plank I laid, 
ſoon, And myſelf pois'd againſt the tott'ring maid: 


cient Ver. 8 3. ] Populus Alcidae gratiſſima, vitis Iaccho, 
; ſenſe Formoſae myrtus Veneri, ſua laurea Phaho, 
Phillis amat corylos, Has dum Phillis amabit, 
Nec myrtus vincet corylos nec laurea bheni, &c, Virg. 
ſcene NM 1 
ing. 
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High leapt the plank; adown Buxoma fel; 
I ſpy'4—but faithful ſweethearts never tell. 110 
LOB, CL, This riddle, Cuddy, if thou canſt explain, 
This wily riddle puzzles ev'ry ſwain; 
What flow'r is that which bears the Virgin's name“, 
The richeſt metal joined with the ſame ? 114 
cup. Anſwer, thou carle, and judge this riddle 
T'l! frankly own thee for a cunning wight; [right, 
What flow'r is that which royal honour craves, 
Adjoin the Virgin +, and 't is ſtrown on graves? 
cob. Forbear, contending louts, give o'er your 
An oaken ſtaff each merits for his pains. ſſtrains; 
But ſee the ſunbeams bright to labour warn, 121 
And gild the thatch of Goodman Hodges' barn. 
Your herds for want of water ſtand adry, 
They 're weary of your ſongs——and ſo am I. 124 


* Marygold. + Roſemary. 
Ver. 117.] Dic quibus in terris infcripti numina regum 
Naſcantur ores. Virg. 
Ver. 120. ] Et vitula tu 4ignus et hic. Vizz, 


TUESDAY. 


OR, 


\THE DITTY. 


MARIAN, 


Y ouxG Colin Clout, a lad of peerleſs meed, 
Full well could dance, and deftly tune the reed; 
In ev'ry wood his carols ſweet were known, 

At ev'ry wake his nimble feats "_ ſhown. 
When in the ring the ruſtick routs he threw, 
The damſels' pleaſures with his conqueſts grew; 
Or when aſlant the cudgel threats his head, 

His danger ſmites the breaſt of ev'ry maid, 

But chief of Marian. Marian lov'd the ſwain, 
The parſon's maid, and neateſt of the plain. 10 
Marian, that ſoft could ſtroke the udder'd cow, 
Or leſſen wich her ſie ve the barley-mow ; 
Marbled with ſage the hard'ning cheeſe ſhe preſs'd, 
And yellow butter Marian's ſkill confeſs'd 
But Marian now devoid of country cares, Is 
Nor yellow butter nor ſage-cheeſe prepares; 
For yearning love the witleſs maid employs, 
And love, ſay ſwains, all buſy heed deſtroys. 
Colin makes mock at all her piteous ſmart, 
A laſs that Cic'ly hight had won his heart, 20 
Cic'ly, the weſtern laſs that tends the kee, 
he rival of the parſon's maid was ſhe, 


V 21.] Kee, a Weſt-country word for kine, or cows, 


M 11; 


r wn VWart rl. af. 1 
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In dreary ſhade now Maria lies along, 

And mixt with ſighs thus wails in plainivg ſong. 
Ah! woful day! ah woful noon and morn! 25 

When firſt by thee my younglings white were ſhorn, 

Then firſt, I ween, I caſt a lover's eye, 


My ſheep were filly, but more filly1. 
| Beneath the ſhears they felt no laſting ſmart; 


They loſt but fleeces, while I Joſt a heart. 30 
Ah! Colin! canſt thou leave thy (ſweetheart true; 
What I have done for thee will Cic'ly do! 
Will ſhe thy linen waſh or hoſen darn, 
And Enit thee gloves made of her own ſpun yarn ? 
Will ſhe with huſwife's hand provide thy meat, 35 
And ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait ? 
Which o'er thy kerſcy doublet ſpreading wide, 
In ſervice time drew Cic'ly's eyes aſide. 
Where'er | gad | cannot hide my care, 
My new diſaſters in my look appear. 40 
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, 
So thin my features, that I 'm hardly known; 
Our neighbours tell me oft” in joking talk 
Of aſhes, leather, oatmea], bran, and chalk; 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine, 45 
And wiſt not that with thoughtful love I pine: 
Yet Colin Clout untoward ſhepherd ſwain, | 
Walks whiſtling blithe, while pitiful I plain. 
Whilom with thee 't was Marian's dear delight 
To moil all day, and merry make at night, «2 
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If in the ſoil you guide the crooked ſhare, 

Your early breakfaſt is my conſtant care; 

And when with even hand you ftrow the grain, 

1 fright the thieviſh roh om off the plain. 

In miſling days when I my threſher heard, 45 
With nappy beep to the barn repair'd; 

Loſt in the muſick of the whirling flail, 

To gaze on thee I left the ſmoking pail : 

In harveſt when the ſun was mounted high, 

My leathera bottle did thy drought ſupply ; 60 
Whenc'er you mow'd | follow'd with the rake, 

And have full oft' been ſunburnt for thy ſake : 
When in the welkin gath'ring ſhow'rs were ſeen, 

l lagg'd the laſt with Colin on the green; 

And when at eve returning with thy car, 65 
Awaiting heard the gingling bells from far: 


Straight on the fire the ſooty pot I plac't, 


To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for haſte. 
When hungry thou ſtood'ſt ſtaring, like an oaf, 
I flic'd the luncheon from the barley loaf, 70 
With crumbled bread | thicken'd well thy meſs. 
Ah! love me more, or love thy pottage leſs! 

Laſt Friday's eve, when as the ſun was ſet, 
I, near yon' ſtile, three ſallow gipſies met: 
Upon my hand they caſt a poring look, 75 
Bid me beware, and thrice their heads they ſhook; 
They ſaid that many croſſes I muſt prove, 
come in my worldly gain, but moſt in love. 
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Next morn I miſs'd three hens and our old cock, 


. And off the hedge two pinners and a ſmock. 
I bore theſe loſſes with a Chriſtian mind, 


80 


And no miſhaps could feehwhile thou wert kind: 


But ſince, alas! I grew my Colin's ſcorn, 


I've known no pleaſure night, or nn, or morn. 


Help me, ye Gipſies! bring him home again, 

And to a conſtant laſs give back her ſwain. 
Have I not ſate with thee full many a night, 

When dying embers were our only light, 

When ev'ry creature did in flumbers lie, 

Beſides our cat, my Colin Clout and |? 

No troublous thoughts the cat or Colin move, 

While J alone am kept awake by love. 
Remember, Colin, when at laſt year's wake 

I bought the coſtly preſent for thy ſake, 

Couldſt thou ſpell o'er the poſie on thy knife, 

And with another change thy ſtate of life ? 

It chou forgetr'ſt, | wot, I can repeat, 

My memory can tell the verſe ſo ſweet. 

As this is grav'd upon this knife of thine, 

So is thy image on this heart of mine. 

But wo is me! ſuch preſents luckleſs prove, 

For knives, they tell me, always ſever love. 
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Thus Marian wail'd, her eyes with tears brimfull, 


When Goody Dobbins brought her cow to bull. 


With apron blue to dry her tears ſhe ſoughr, 


Then law the cow well ſerv'd, and took a groat. 1c6 
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WEDNESDAY; 


OR, 
THE DUMPS*. 


SPARABELLA-+ 

Tus wailings of a maiden l recite, 

A maiden fair, that Sparabella hight. 

Such ſtrains ne'er warble in the linnet's throat, 
Nor the gay goldfinch chaunts ſo ſweet a note. 
No raagpie chatter'd, nor the painted jay, 

No ox was heard to low, nor aſs to bray ; 


No ruſtling breezes play'd the leaves among, 
While thus her madrigal the damſel ſung. 
Awhile, O D'Urfey ! lend an ear or twain, 


Nor tho' in homely guiſe, my verſe diſdain; 10 
Whether thou feek'ſt new kingdoms in the ſun, 
Whether thy Muſe does at New-market run, 


* Dumps, or Dumbs, made uſe of to expreſs a fit of the 
{ullens, Some have pretended that it is detived from Dumopes, 
2 king; of Egypt, that built a pyramid, and died of melancho- 
ly. So Mopes, after the fame manner, is thought to have come 
rom Merops, another Egyptian king that died of the ſame di- 
temper z but our Englith antiquaries have conjeQured that 
Dumps, which is a grievous heavineſs of ſpirits, comes from 
the word Dumplin, the heavieſt kind of pudding that is 


taten in this country, much uſed in Norfolk, and other coun- 
ties of England. 
Ver 5.] immemor herharum quos eſt mirata juveaca 
ertantes quoram ſtupetactac carnmineg lynces 3 
it mutata ſuos requierunt fiumina curſus. 
Ver. 9. ] Tu mihi ſeu magni ſuperas jam ſaxa timavi, 
vcoram INvrico legis æquiris - ; 
V. 11.] An opera written by this author, called The 
Hd in the Sun ; or, The Kingdom »f Birds ; he is alſo famous 
his ſong on the New-market Horſe race, and ſeveral o- 
«7; that are ſung by the Britiſh ſwains, 


Virg. 
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Or does with goſſips at a feaſt regale, 
And heighten her conceits with ſack and ale, 
Or elſe at wakes with Joan and Hodge rejoice, 15 
Where D'Urfey's lyricks ſwell in ev'ry voice; 
Yet ſuffer me, thou bard of wondrous meed, 
Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed. 
Now the ſun drove adown the weſtern road, 
And oxen laid at reſt forget the goad ; 20 
The clown fatigu'd trudg'd home ward with his ſpade, 
Acroſs the meadows ſtretch'd the lengthen'd ſhade ; 
When Sparabella, peniive and forlorn, 
Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 
Lean'd on her rake, and ſtraight with doleful guiſe 
Did this ſad plaint in moanſul notes deviſe, 26 
Come night as dark as pitch, ſurround my head, 
From Sparabella Bumkinet is fled ; 
The riband that his val'rous cudgel won, 
Laſt Sunday happier Clumfilis put on: 30 
Sure if he had eyes (but Love, they ſay, has none) 
I whilom by that riband had been known. 
Ah! well-a-day! 1 *m ſhent with bancful ſmart, 
For with the riband he beſtow'd his heart. 

My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burden aid, 35 
*Tis hard fo true a damſel dies a maid. 


N. 17.] Meed, an old word for fame or renown. 
Ver. 18... Hanc ſine tempora circum 
Inter victrices ederam tibi ſcrpere lauros. 
Ver. 25.] Incumbens tereti Damon ſic c pit Olive. 
N. 33-] Shent, an 01d word ſignifying hurt, ur harmed. 
— 
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Shall heavy Clumſilis with me compare? 
View this, ye Lovers! and like me deſpair, 
Her blubber'd lip by ſmutty pipes is worn, 
And in her breath tobacco whiffs are borne; 40 
The cleanly cheeſe-preſs ſhe could never turn, 
Her awkward fiſt did ne'er employ the churn; 
If e'er ſhe brew'd, the drink would ſtrait go ſour, 
Before it ever felt the thunder's pow'r: 
No huſwifery the dowdy creature knew; AS 
To ſum up all, her tongue confeſs'd the ſhrew, | 
My plaint, ye Laſles! with this burden aid, l 
*Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 
{ *'ve often ſeen my viſage in yon' lake, 
Nor are my features of the homelieſt make. 30 
Tho' Clumſilis may boaſt a whiter dye, 
Yet the black ſloe turns in my rolling eye; 
And faireſt bloſſoms drop with ev'ry blaſt, 
But the brown beauty will like hollies laſt. 
Her wan complexion 's like the wither'd leek, 55 
While Katharine pears adorn my ruddy cheek. 
Yet ſhe, alas! the witleſs lout hath won, 
And by her gain poor Sparabell 's undone ! 
Let hares and hounds in coupling ſtraps unite, 


The clucking hen make friendſhip with the kite; 60 


Ver. 37.) Mopſo Niſa datur, quid non ſperemus amantes? Virg. 
Ver. 49.] Nec ſum adev infurmis, nuper me inlittore vidi. Virg. 
Ver. 53.] Alba liguftra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur. Virg. 
Ver. £9.) Jungentur jam gryphes equis; ævoque icquenti 
Cum canibus timidi venient ad pocula dame, Virg- 


net ren ot ma. 
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Let the fox ſimply wear the nuptial nooſe, 

And join in wedlock with the waddling gooſe, 
For Love hath brought a ſtranger thing to paſs, 
The faireſt ſhepherd weds the fouleſt laſs. 

My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burden aid, 65 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 

Sooner ſhall cats diſport in waters clear, 
And ſpeckled mack'rels graze the meadows fair; 
Sooner ſhall ſcreechowls baſk in ſunny day, 
And the {low aſs on trees, like ſquirrels, play; 70 
Sooner thall inails on iuſe d pinions rove, 
Than 1 torget my ſhepherd's wonted love. 

My plaint, ye Laffes! with this burden aid, 
"Fis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 

Ah! didſt thou know what proffers I withſtood, 
When late I met the Squire in yonder wood! 76 
To me he ſped, regardleſs of his game, 

While all my check was glowing red with ſhame ; 
My lip be kiſs'd, and prais'd my healthful look, 
Then from his purſe of ſilk a guinea took; 89 
Into my hand he forc'd the tempting gold, 

While 1 with modeſt ſtruggling broke his hold. 

He ſwore that Dick in liv'ty ſtrip'd with lace 
Should wed me ſoon to keep me from diſgrace; 

But I nor footman priz'd nor golden fee, 8 
For what is lace or gold compar'd to thee ? 


Ver. G67.) Ante leves ergo paſcentur in æ there cervi 
Ft freta deſlituent nudos in littore pilces------ 
Quara noftro illius labatur pectete valtus, Vitgs 
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My plaint, ye Laſſes ! with this burden aid, 


is hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


Now plain I ken whence love his riſe begun; 
Sure he was born ſome bloody butcher's fon, 90 
bred up in ſhanibles, where our younglings flain, 
rſt taught him miſchief and to ſport with pain. 
The father only ſilly ſheep annoys, 
The ſon the fillier ſtiepherdeſs deſtroys, 
Dod ſon or father greater miſchief do? 95 
The hire is cruel, ſo the ſon is too. 
My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burden aid, 
is hard ſo true a damfcl dies a maid. | 
Farewell, ye Woods! ye Meads! ye Streams! that 
E ſudden death ſhall rid me of my wo. How; 
This penknife keen my windpipe ſhall divide; 101 
What, ſhall I fall as ſqueaking pigs have dy'd! 
No Ho ſome tree this cerca{s Il ſuſpend; 
But worrying curs find ſuch untimely end! 
I'll ſpeed me to the pond, where the high tool 1053 
On the long plank hangso'cr the muddy pool, 


. 89.] To ken. Scire Chaucero, to ken, and kende, notus 
A. $, cunnan. Goth. kunnan. Germanis kennen. Danis kiende, 
INandis Kunna. Belgis kennen. This word is of gereral uſe, 
hut not very common, thoug! not unknown to the vulgar. 
Ken, for praſpicere, is well known, and uted to diſcover by 
the eye. Ray, F. R. &. 

Nune ſcio quid ſit amor, &c. 

Crudelis mater magis an pucr improbus ille? 

Improbus ille puer, crudelis tu quoque mater. Virg. 
Ver. 99. J----vivitc yleæ, 

Praceps acrii ſpecula de montis in undas 

Deferar. 
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That ſtool, the dread of ev'ry ſcolding quean; 
Let lure a lover ſhould not dic fo mean! 
There plac'd alott, I rave and rail by fits, 
Tho! all the pariſh ſay I've loſt my wits; 110 
And thence, if courage holds, myſelf III throw, 
And quench my paſſion in the lake below. 
Ye Leftes ! ceale your burden, ceaſe to moan, 
And, by my cafe forewarn'd, go mind your own. 
The fun was fet; the night came on apace, II) 
And falling dews bewet around the place, 
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 
And the hoarſe ow] his woful dirges ſings; 
he prudent maiden deems it now too late, 
And till te-morrow comes deliers her fate. 120 
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THURSDAY: 
ok, 
THI SPILL. 
HOBNELIA, 


Hosrnxer.ta, ſeated in a dreary vale, 


In penſi ve mood rehears'd her piteous tale, 


Mer piteous tale the winds in ſichs bemoan, 
And pining Echo anſwers groan for groan. 

rue the day, a rueful day 4 crow, n 
The woful day, a day indeed of wo! 
When Lubberkin to Town his cattle drove, 
A maiden fine bedight he hapt to love; 
The maiden fine bedight his love retains, 
And for the village he forfakes the plains. 10 
Neturn, my Lubberkin ! theſe ditties hear, 
Spells will 1 try, and ſpells thall eaſe my care. 

With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

When firſt the year I heard the cuckoo ing, 15 
And call with welcome note the budding ſpring, 
I ſtraightway ſet a-running with ſuch haſte, 
Deb'rah that won the ſmack ſcarce ran ſo faſt; 
Till ſpent for lack of breath, quite weary grown, 
Upon a riſing bank i ſat adown, 20 

F. $.] Dight, or bedight, from the 3axon word Dightan, 
which ſigniſies to ſet in order, 


Nj 
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Then doft*d my ſhoe, and, by my troth, I ſwear, 

Therein 1 ſpy'd this yellow frizzled hair, 

As like to Lubberkin's in curl and hue, 

As if upon his comely pate it grew- 
With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 26 
At eve laſt midſummer no ſleep I ſought, 

But to the field a bag of hempſeed brought; 

I ſcatter'd round the ſeed on ev'ry fide, 

And three times in a trembling accent cry'd, 30 

This hempſced with my virgin hand I ſow, 

Who ſhall my truelove be the crop ſhall mow, 

I ſtraight look'd back, and if my eyes ſpeak truth, 

With his keen ſithe behind me came the youth. 
With my ſharp heel | three times mark the ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 36 
Laſt Valentine, the day when birds of kind 

Their paramours with mutual chirpings find, 

I rearly roſe, juſt at the break of day, 

Before the ſun had chas'd the ſtars away; 40 

Afield I went, amid the morning dew, 

To milk my kine (for ſo ſhould huſwives do) 

Thee firſt I ſpy'd, and the firſt ſwain we ſee, 

In ſpire of fortune ſhall our truelove be. 

See Lubberkin ! each bird his partner take, 45 

And canſt thou then thy ſweetheart dear forſake ? 


F. 21.] Doff, and don, contracted ſrom the words do off, 
and do on. 5 
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With my ſharp heel {three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
Laſt May-day fair I ſearch'd to find a ſnail 
That might my ſecret lover's name reveal; 52 
nd, pon a gooſeberry- buſh a ſnail i found, 
26 For always ſnails near ſweeteſt fruit abound. 
] ſeiz'd the vermine, home I quickly ſped, 
And on the hearth the milkwhite embers ſpread : 
Slow crawl'd the ſnail, and if [ right can ſpell, «$3 
30 In the ſoft aſhes mark'd a curious L. 
Oh ! may this wondrous omen lucky prove! 
For L is found in Lubberkin and love. 


„ With my ſharp heel l three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 60 
nd, Two hazel-nuts | threw into the flame, 
36 And to each nut I gave a ſweetheart's name: 


This with the loudeſt bounce me ſore amaz'd, 
That in a flame of brighteſt colour blaz'd. 
As blaz'd the nut ſo may thy paſlion grow, 65 
40 For 't was thy nut that did fo brightly glow. 
With my ſharp heel 1three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
As pealecods once I pluck'd, | chanc'd to fee 
One that was cloſely fill'd with three times three, 70 


45 Which when 1 cropp' d, | ſately home convey'd, 
? And o'er the door the ſpell in ſecret laid; 
o off. f Ver. 64.) % , Ag: $a'guav 


WE, e . \ 0 1 \ 
e. X OF AUTH MAKER WEN O WONT UPLOATA. Theoc. 
Ver. 66.] Daphni, me malus urit, ego Banc in daphnide, 
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My wheel l turn'd, and ſung a ballad new, 
While from the ſpindle I the fleeces drew; 
The latch mov'd up, when who ſhould firſt come in, 
Bat, in his proper perſon, —Lubberkin. 76 
broke my yarn, ſurpris'd the ſight to ſee, 
Sure ſign that he would break his word with me, 
Eftſoons I join'd it with my wonted fleight; 
So may again his love with mine unite! 80 
With my ſherp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
This ladyfliy ! take from off the graſs, 
Whole ſpotted back might ſcarlet red ſurpaſs. 
Fly, ladybird, north, ſouth, or eaſt, or weſt, es; 
Fly where the man is found that I love belt. 
He leaves my hand; fee to the weſt he 's flown, 
To call my truelove from the faithleſs Fown. 
With my ſharp heel 1 three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 90 
This mellow pippin which | pare around, 
My ſhepherd's name ſhall Rourifh on the ground: 
I fling th' unbroken paring o'er my head, 
Upon the graſs a perfect I is read; 
Yet on my heart a fairer I is ſeen - 93 
'Fhan what the paring marks upon the green. 
With my ſharp heell three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


F. 91.] 7pare this pippin round and round again, 
My ihepherd's name 79 flouriſh on the y. i2mocd. 1767 
Ver. 93-1 Tranſquc caput Ace; kereſptiti.s. Virgo 


ö Fat. IV. THURSDAY : OR, THE SPELL, 15 1 


This pippin ſhall another trial make, 
See from the core two kernels brown I take; 100 
, This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn, 
6 And Boobyclod on t' other fide is borne : 
But Boobyclod ſoon drops upon the ground, 
A certain token that his love 's unfound, 
While Lubberkin ſticks firmly to the laſt; 105 
0 Oh! were his lips to mine but join'd fo faſt! 
d, With my ſharpheel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
As Lubberkin once flept beneath a tree, 
I twitch'd his dangling garter from his knee; 110 
85 He wiſt not when the hempen ſtring drew; 
Now mine I quickly doff of inkle blue; 
Together faſt I tie the garters twain, 
And while I knit the knot repeat this ſtrain; 


nd, Three times a truelove's knot l tie ſccure, 115 
90 Firm be the knot, firm may his love endure. 

With my ſharp heel | three times mark the ground, 
: And turn me thrice around, around, around, 


As 1 was wont, I zrudg'd laſt market-day 
To Town, with new laid eggs preſerv'd in hay. 120 


95 I made my market long before 't was night, 
My purfe grew heavy, and my baſket light. 
nd, Straight to the pothecary's ſhop 1 went, 


And in love-powder all my money ſpent; 


Ver. 109.] Nette tribus nodis ternos, Amarylli, colures 

Necte, Amarylli modo; ct Veneris dic vincula necto. Virg, 
Ver. 123.] Has herbas, atque kc punto mihi lecta vyencna 

Ipſc ecdit Maris, Virgy 
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Behap what will, next Sunday, after prayers, 125 

When to the alehouſe Lubberkin repairs, 

Theſe golden flies into his mug I'll throw, 

And ſoon the ſwain with fervent love ſhall glow. 
With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 130 
But hold our Lightfoot barks, andcocks his ears, 

O'er yonder ſtile ſee Lubberkin appears. 

He comes! he comes! Hobnelia's not bewray'd, 

Nor ſaall ſhe, crown'd with willow, die a maid. 

He vows, he ſwears, he'll give me a green gown; 

Oh dear! I fall adown, adown, adown ! 136 


Ver. 127. —  — Theoc, 
Wer. 131.1] Neſcio quid certe ef: ct bylaz in limine latrat. 
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FRIDAY: 


on, 
THE DIRG E“. 


EUMKINET, GRUBBINOL, 


BUMKINET, 


War, Grubbinol, doſt thou ſo wiſtful ſeem ? 
There 's ſorrow in thy look, if right | deem. 
"Tis true, yon' oaks with yellow tops appear, 
And chilly blaſts begin to nip the year; 
From the tall elm a ſhow'r of leaves is borne, 5 
And their loſt beauty riven beeches mourn; 
Yet ev'n this ſeaſon pleafance blithe affords ; 
Now the ſqueez'd preſs foams with our apple hoards, 
Come, let us hie, and quaff a cheery bowl, 
Let cyder new waſh forrow from thy ſoul. 215 
GRUB, Ah! Bumkinet! ſince thou from hence wert 
From theſe ſad plains all merriment is flown; [gone, 
Should I reveal my grief 't would ſpoil thy cheer, 
And make thine eye o'erflow with many a tear. 
BUR. Hang ſorrow ! let 's to yonder hut repair, 15 
And with trim ſonnets caſt away our care. 


* Dirge, or Dyrge, a mournful ditty or ſong of lamentation 
over the dead; not a contraction of the Latin Dirigie, in the 
Popith bymn, Dirigie grefus meos, as ſome pretend, but from 
the Teutonick Dyrke, Laudare, to praiſe and extol: whence 
it is poſſible their dye and our dirge was a laudatory ſong to 
commemorate and applaud the dead. CotvelPs Interpreter. 


Ver. 15.) Incipe Mopſe prior fi quos aut Phyllidis ignes 
Aut Alconis habes laudes, aut jurgia Cudri. 
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Gillian of Croydon well thy pipe can play, 
Thou ſing'ſt moſt ſweet Oer hills and far away. 
Of Patient Griflel I deviſe to ſing, 
And catches quaint fhall make the vallies ring, 29 
Come, Grubbinol ! heneath this ſhelter come, 
From hence we view our flocks ſecurely roam. 
GRUB, Ves, blithſome lad, a tale I mean to ſing, 
But with my wo ſhall diſtant vallies ring; 
The tale ſhall make our kidlings droop their head, 25 
For wo is me our Blouzelind is dead. 
BUMK. Is Blouzelinda dead? farewell my glee! 
No happineſs is now reſerv'd for me. 
As the wood pigeon cooes without his mate, 
So ſhall my doieful Dirge hewail her fate. 20 ä 
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell, N 
The peerleſs maid that did all maids excel. 0 
Henceforth the morn ſhall dewy ſorrow ſhed, \ 
And ev'ning tears upon the graſs be ſpread; 4 
The rolling ſtreams with wat'ry grief ſhall flow. 35 F 
And winds ſhall moan aloud——when loud they blow. 1 


Hencetorth, as oft' as antumn foall return, N 

The dropping trees, whene'er it rains, ſhall mourn; FT 

This ſeaſon quite ſhall ſtrip the country's pride, I, 

For 't was in autumn Blouzelinda dy'd. 40 Le 
Where'er I gad, I Blouzelind ſhall view, 

Woods, dairy, barn, and mows, our paſſion knew. vw 

When | direct my eyes to yonder wood, II 


Freſh riſing ſorrow curdles in my blood. 


F. 27.] Glee, joy; from the Dutch Glooren, to recreate, 


0 


ce. 
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Thither l've often been the damſel's guide, 45 
When rotten ſticks our fuel have ſupply'd ; 
There | remember how her faggots large, 
Were frequently thefe happy ſhoulders' charge. 
vomet ings this cruok drew hazel boughs adown, 
And ſtuf'd her apron wide with nuts ſo brown; 50 
Or when her feeding hogs had miſs'd their way, 
Or wallowing 'mid a feaſt of acorns lay, 
Th' untoward creatures to the ſtye I drove, 
And whiſtled all the way —or told my love. 

If by the dairy's hatch | chance to hie, 57 
{ ihall her goodly countenance eſpy, 
For there her goodly countenance I've ſeen, 
get off with kerchief ſtarch'd and pinners clean. 
Zametimes, like wax, ſhe rolls the butter round, 
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound, 60 
Whilom Ive ſeen her ſkim the clouted cream, 
And preſs from ſpongy curds the milky ſtream, 
But now, alas! theſe ears ſhall hear no more 
The whining ſwine ſurround the datry door, 
No more her care ſhall fill the hollow tray, 65 
Fo fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 
Jament, ye Swine! in grunting ſpend ydur grief, 
For you, like me, have Joſt your ſole relief. 

When in the barn the ſounding flail I ply 
Where from her ſieve the chaff was wont to fly, 55 
The poultry there will ſeem around to ſtand, 
Waiting upon her charitable hand: 
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No ſuccour meet the poultry now can find, 
For they, like me, have loſt their Blouzelind, 
Whenever by yon'-barley-mow L paſs, 75 
Before my eyes will trip the tidy laſs, 
I pitch'd the ſheaves (oh! could I do ſo now) 
Which ſhe in rows pil'd on the growing mow. 
There ev'ry deale my heart by love was gain'd, 
There the ſweet kiſs my courtſhip has explain'd: 80 
Ah! Blouzelind ! that mow | ne er ſhall fee, 
But thy memorial will revive in me, 
Lament, ye Fields! and rueful ſymptoms ſhow, 
Henceforth let not the ſmelling primroſe grow; 
Let weeds inſtead of butter- flowers appear, 85 
And meads inſtead of daiſies hemlock bear; 
For cowſlips ſweet let dandelions ſpread, 
For Blouzelinda, blithſome maid! is dead. 
Lament, ye Swains! and o'er her grave bemoan, 
And ſpell ye right this verſe upon her Kone ; 90 
Here Blouzelinda lies — Alas, alas! 
Weep, Shepherds! —and remember fleſk is graſs. 
GRUB. Albeit thy ſongs are ſweeter to mine ear 
Than to the thirſty cattle rivers clear, 


Ver. 84.] Pra molli viola, pro purpureo Narciſſo 


Ver. go. J tt tumulum facite, et tumulo ſuperaddite carmen. 
Ver. 93 ] Tale tuum carmen nobis, divine poeta, 

ale ſopor felis in gramine : quale per tam 

Dulcis aquz ſaliente ſitin reſtinguere rivo. 

Nos tamen hec quocumque modo tibi noftre viciſim 


Carduus, et tpinis ſCurgit Paliurus acutis. Virg, 


Dicemus, Daphninque tuum tyllewus ad aftra. VYirg- 


Vir 
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Or winter porridge to the lab'ring youth, 95 
Or buns and ſugar to the damſel's tooth; 

Yet Blouzelinda's name ſhall rune my lay; 

Of her 1'll ſing for ever and for aye. 

When Blouzelind expir'd, the wether's bell 
Before the drooping flock toll'd forth her knell; 100 
The folemn death watch click'd the hour ſhe dy'd, 
And ſhrilliag crickets in the chimney cry'd: 

The boding raven on her cottage ſate, 

And with hoarſe croaking warn'd us of her fate; 
The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred, 10g 
Dropp'd on the plains that fatal inftant dead; 
Swarm'd on a rotten ſtick the bees | fpy'd, 

Vhich erſt | faw when Goody Dobſon dy'd. 

How ſhall l, void of tears, her death relate? 
While on her darling's bed her mother ſate; 110 
Theſe words the dying Blouzelinda ſpoke, 

And ef the dead let none the will revoke. 

Mother, quoth ſhe, let not the poultry need, 

And give the gooſe wherewith to raiſe her breed; 
Be theſe my ſiſter's care and ev'ry morn 113 
Amid the ducklings let her ſcatter corn; 

The ſickly calf that's hous d, be ſure to tend, 

Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. 
Yet ere I die ſce, Mother, yonder ſhelf, 

There ſecretly I've hid my worldly pelf, 129 


Ver. 96.] Kgfroor M 0 TEvxtyt ery tf EA Ae xtiv. 
'Theoc. 


Folume J. 0 
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Twenty good ſhillings in a rag l laid, 

Be ten the parſon's, for my ſermon paid : 

The reſt is your's—-my ſpinning-wheel and rake, 
Let Suſan keep for her dear ſiſter's ſake ; 

My new ſtraw hat that's trimly lin'd with green 125 
Let Peggy wear, for ſhe's a damſel clean: 

My leathern bottle, long in harvells try'd, 

Be Grubbinol's—this ſilver ring beſide: 

"Three ſilver pennies and a ninepence bent, 

A token kind, to Bumkinet is ſent. 130 
Thus ſpoke the maiden, while her mother cry'd, 
And peaceful, like the harmleſs lamb, ſhe dy'd. 

To ſhow their love, the neighbours far and near 
Follow'd, with wiſtful look, the damſel's bier. 
Sprigg'd roſemary the lads and laſſes bore, 135 
While diſmally the parſon walk'd before. 

Upon her grave the roſemery they threw, 
The daiſie, butter-fow'r, and endive blue. 

After the good man warn'd us from his text, 
That none could tell whoſe turn would be the next, 
He ſaid that Heav'n would take her ſoul, no doubt, 141 
And ſpoke the hourglaſs in her praiſe - quite out. 

To her ſweet mem'ry flow ry garlands ſtrung, 
O'er her new empty ſeat aloft were hung ; | 
With wicker rods we fenc'd her tomb around, 145 
To ward from man and beaſt the hallow'd ground, 
Leſt her new grave the parſon's cattle raſe, 

For both his horſe and cow the churchyard graze, 


30 
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Now we trudg'd home ward to her mother's farm, 
To drink new cyder mull'd, with ginger warm: 150 
For Gaffer Treadwell told us by the by, 

Exceſſive ſorrow is exceeding dry. 

While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 
Or laſſes with ſoft ſtrokings milk the cow; 

While paddling ducks the ſtanding lake defire, 153 
Or batt'ning hogs roll in the ſinking mire; 

While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raiſe, 
So long ſha)l ſwains tell Blouzelinda's praiſe. 

Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy ſtrain, 

Till bonny Suſan ſped acroſs the plain: 160 

They ſeiz'd the laſs, in apron clean array'd, 

And to the alehouſe forc'd the willing maid. 

In ale and kiſſes they forget their cares, 

And Suſan Blouzelinda's loſs repairs. 164 
Ver. 153. ] Dum juga montis aper, fluvios dum piſcis amadit, 


Dumque thymo paſcentur apes, dum rore cicadæ 
bemper honos nomenque tuum, laudeſque manebunt. 
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SATURDAY: 


OR, 
THE FLIGHTS, 


BOWZYBEUS, 

SopLimer ſtrains, O ruſtick Muſe! prepare; 
Forget awhile the barn and dairy's care; 
Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raiſe, 
The drunkard's Flights require ſonorous lays ; 
With Bowzybeus' ſongs exalt thy verſe, 5 
While rucks and woods the various notes rehearſe, 

'T'was in the ſeaſon when the reapers' toil 
Of the ripe harveſt *pan to rid the ſoil; 
Wide thro' the field was ſeen a goodly roat, 


Clean damſels bound the gather'd ſheaves about; 10 


The lads with ſharpen'd hook and ſweating brow 

Cut down the labours of the winter plough. 

To the near hedge young Suſan ſteps aſide, 

She feign'd her coat or garter was unty'd; 

Whate'er ſhe did, ſhe ſtoop'd adown unſeen, Is 

And merry reapers what they liſt will ween, 

Soon ſhe roſe up, and cry'd with voice ſo ſhrill, 

That Echo anſwer'd from the diſtant hill; 

The youths and damſels ran to Suſan's aid, 

Who thought ſome adder had the laſs diſmay'd, 20 
When faſt aſleep they Bouzybeus ſpy'd, 

His hat aud oaken ſtaff lay cloſe beſide; 


10 


15 


, 29 
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That Bowzybeus who could ſweetly ſing, 

Or with the roſin'd bow torment the ſtring; 

That Bowzybeus who with fingers“ ſpeed 25 
Could cali ſoft warblings from the breathing reed; 
That Bowzybeus who with jocund tongue, 

Ballads, and roundelays, and catches, ſung. 

They loudly laugh to ſee the damſel's fright, 


And in diſport ſurround the drunken wight. 30 


Ah! Bouzybee, why didſt thou ſtay fo long ? 
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous ſtrong! 
Thou ſhouldſt have left the fair before t was night, 
But thou ſat'ſt toping till the morning light. 

Cic'ly, briſk maid, ſteps forth before the rout, 35 
And kiſs'd with ſmacking lip the ſnoaring lout; 
For cuſtom ſays, whoe'er this venture proves, 
For ſuch a kiſs demands a pair of gloves, 
By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a tickling ſtraw within his noſe, 40 
He rubs his noſtril, and in wonted joke 
The ſneering ſwains with ſtamm'ring ſpeech beſpoke. 
To you, my lads, I'll ſing my carols v'er; 
As for the maids l' ve ſomething elſe in ſtore. 

No ſooner gan he raiſe his tuneful ſong, 45 
But lads and laffes round about him throng, 


Ver. 22. Serta procul tantum capiti delapſa jacebant. Virg. 
Ver. 40. Sanguiucis frontem moris et tempora pingit. Virg. 


Ver. 43.] Carmina qu vultis, cognuticire xz carmina vobis, 


Huic aliud mercedis exit. Virgs 
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Not ballad- ſinger plac'd above the crowd 

Sings with a note ſo ſhrilling ſweet and loud, 

Nor pariſh-clerk who calls the pſalm ſo clear, 

Like Bowzybeus ſooths th' attentive ear. 50 
Of Nature's laws his carols firſt begun, 

Why the grave owl can never face the ſun ; 

For owls, as ſwains obſerve, deteſt the light, 

And only ſing and ſcek their prey by night: 

How turnips hide their ſwelling heads below, 35 

And how the cloſing coleworts upwards grow; 

How Will-a-wiſp miſleads night-faring clowns 

O'er hills, and ſink ing bogs, and pathleſs downs: 

Of ſtars he told, that ſhoot with ſhining trail, 

And of the glow-worm's light that gilds his tail: 60 

He ſung where woodcocks in the ſummer feed, 

And in what climates they renew their breed: 

Some think to northern coaſts their flight they tend, 

Or to the moon in midnight hours aſcend : | 

Where ſwallows in the winter's ſeaſon keep, 63 

And how the drouſy bat and dormouſe ſleep : 

How Nature does the puppy's eyelid cloſe, 

Till the bright ſun has nine times ſet and roſe : 

For huntſmen by their long experience find 

That puppies ſtill nine rolling ſuns are blind. 70 


Ver. 47. I Nec tantum Thebo gaudet Parnaſia rupes, 
Nee tantum Rhodope mirantur et Iſmarus Orphea. Virg. 


Ft.] Our ſwain had probably read Tuſſer, from whence 
he might have collected theſe pliilcſophical obſervations. 


Namque cancbat uti magnum per iuanc coacta, &c. Virg. 
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Now he goes on, and fings of fairs and ſhows, 
For ſtill new fairs before his eyes aroſe : 
How pedlars' ſtalls with glitt'ring toys are laid, 
The various fairings of the country maid: 
Long ſilken laces hang upon the twine, 75 
And rows of pins and amber bracelets ſhine ; 
How the tight laſs knives, combs, and ſciſſars ſpies, 
And looks ou thimbles with defiring eyes: 
Of lott'ries next with tuneful note he told, 
Where ſilver ſpoons are won, and ringsof gold: 80 
The lads and laſſes trudge the ſtreet along, 
And all the fair is crowded in his ſong: 
The mountebank now treads the ſtage, and ſells 
His pills, his balſama, and his ague ſpells; 
Now o'er and o'er the nimble tumbler ſprings, 85 
And on the rope the yent'rous maiden ſwings ; 
Jack Pudding in his party-colour'd jacket 
Toſſes the glove, and jokes at ev'ry packet: 
Of rareeſhows he ſung, and Punch's feats, 
Of pockets pick'd in crowds, and various cheats. go 
Then {ad he ſung The Children in the Wood; 
Ah! barb'rous uncle, ſtain'd with infant blood! 
How blackberries they pluck'd in deſerts wild, 
And fearleſs at the glitt'ring fauchion ſmil'd: 
Their little corpſe the robin-red-breaſts found, 95 
And ſtrow'd with pious bill the leaves around. 
Ah! gentle Birds! if this verſe laſts ſo long, 
Y our names ſhall live for ever in my ſong. 


Ver. 97. Fortunate amba, ſi quid mea carmina peſunt, 
Null dies num memori vos eximet ve, Vigge 
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For buxom Joan he ſung the doubtful ſtrife, 


To louder ſtrains he rais'd his voice, to tell 
What woful wars in Chevy-chace befell, 

| When Piercy drove the deer with hound and horn, 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn ! 104 
i Ah! With'rington ! more years thy life had crown'd 
1 If thou hadſt never heard the horn or hound! 
Yet ſhall the Squire who fought on bloody ſtumps 
By future bards be wail'd in doleful dumps. 
1 All in the Land of Eſſex next he chaunts, 
How to ſleek maresſtarch Quakers turn gallants: i 10 
How the grave brother ſtood on bank ſo green, 
Happy for him if mares had never been 

Then he was ſeiz'd with a religious qualm, 
And on a ſudden ſung the hundredth pſalm. 

He ſung of Taffey Welch, and Sawney Scot, Its 

Lilly-bullero, and the Iriſh Trot, 
Why ſhould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 
Or Wantley's Dragon ſlain by valiant Moore; 
The bow'r of Roſamond, or Robin Hood, IT9 
And how thegraſs now growswhere Troy town ſtood? 


F. 99.] A Song in the Comedy of Love for Lowe, begin- 
1ing, A Soldier and a Sailor, &c. 
N. 109.] A Song of Sir J. Denham's. See his Poems. 


Ver. 112.] Et fortunatam ft nunquam armenta fuiTent 
Tallphæn. 


Ver. 117. quid loquar aut Scyllam Niſi, &c. Vieg 
F. 117. J 01d Englith ballads. 
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How the fly ſailor made the maid a wife. 100 


4 


— x... AE. 


Paß. VI. SATURDAY: OR, THE FLIGHTS, 165 


His caxols ceas'd; the liſt' ning maids and ſwains 
Seem ſtill to hear ſome ſoft imperfect ſtrains, 
Sudden he roſe, and as he reels along, 

Swears kiſſes ſweet ſhould well reward his ſong. 
The damſcls laughing fly; the giddy clown 125 
Again upon a wheat ſheaf drops adown; 

The Pow'r that guards the drunk his fleep attends, 
Till ruddy like his face the ſun deſcends, 128 


III IEEE EEE En mp TR 

An Alphabetical Catalogue of names, plants, flowers, 
fruits, birds, beaſit, inſacts, and other material things 
mentioned in theſe Paſtor als, 


Paſt. Ver, 
9 
Acorns V, 52 
Adder Vi, 20 
Alehouſe v, 8 
Apple iv, 126 
Apron ii, 105. v, 30 
Aſs iii, ©. iii, 70 
Autuma V, 3, v, 37 
B 
Barley ii, 70. v, 78 
Ballad-ſinger vi, 47 
Bat iii, 117 
Bateman vi, 117 
Bays iii, 18 
Barn i, 122. v, 69 
Becch v, 6 


Paſt. Ver. 
Bee v, 1057 
Bran ii, 44 
Blackberry vi, 93 
Blind man's buff i, 95 
Bramble _ 1, 2 


Blouzelind i, to. v, 26 


Breakfaſt ii, 52 
Bull il, 104 
Bumkinet lit, 28 
Bun v, 96 
Boobyclod iv, 102 
Butter 1, 33 
Bowzybeus Vi, 

Butcher 111, 99 
Butter-flower v, 85 


Buzoma 1, 14 
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Paſt. Ver. 
2 
Calf i, 16. i, 55 
Capon i, 90 
Car | ii, 65 
Cat ii, 90. iii, 67 
Cicily ii, 20. vi, 35 
Clover-graſs 1, 42 
Cloddipole WE. 
Churn ili, 42 
Coleworts vi, 56 
Clumfilis iii, 30 
Cock ii, 79 
Comb vi, 77 
Cow 1, 16. i, 82. i, 104 
Colin Clout HE 
Clouted cream v, 61 
Cowſlips v, 87 
Chalk ii, 44 
Cricket v, 1c 2 
Curd v, 62 
Cuddy i, 
Churchyard v, 148 
Cuckoo iv, 15 
Cur 1, 56 
Cyder v, 1. Oo 
Corns i, 28 
D 

Dairy v, 42 


Paſt. Per. 

Daiſie i, 44 
Dandelion v, 87 
Deborah iv, 18 
Death-watch v, 101 
D' Urfey iii, 9 
Dobbins, Goody ii, 104 
Deer i, 36 
Dick ili, 83 
Doe i, 16 
Dorcas vi, 39 
Dragon vi, 118 
Drink iii, 43 
Dobſon, Goody v, 108 
Duck v, 155 
Duckling v, 116 
Duckingſtool ili, 105 

E. 
Eggs iv, 120 
Elm v, 5 
Endive v, 138 
Epitaph v, 90 

F 
Fair vi, 71 
Fawn i, 16 
Fox ili, 64 
Fuel v, 46 

G 


Jelliflower 1,45 
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Paſt. Ver, 
Gloves vi, 38 
Glow- worm vi, 60 
Garter iv, 110 
Goldfinch 1,52 
Ginger v, 150 
Gooſe v, 114 


Gillianof Croydon v, 17 


Gooſeberry iv, «I 
Green gown iv, 135 
Graſs iv, 94 
Grubbinol v, 
Gipſy ii, 74 
H 

Hare iii, 59 
Holiday 1, 66 
Haycock i, 72 
Hazel nut iv, ot 
Harveſt vi, 8 
Hemlock v, 86 
Hempſeed iv, 28 
Heifer i, 25 
Hen iii, 60 
Hourglaſs v, 142 
Holly ili, 48 
Hoſen ii, 33 
Hobnelia iv, 
Hot - cockles i, 99 
Hog v, 51 


Paſs. Ver. 

Hodge iii, 15 
Horſe v, 148 
Hodges, Goodman i, 122 
Hound ili, 59 

11 
Jack Pudding wi, 87 
Jay iii, v 
Joan vi, 99 
lriſh Trot vi, 116 

K 
Katharine pear iii, 36 
Kid 1,54 
Kerchief v, 48 
Kidling v, 25 
Kiſs i, 73 
Kite iii, 60 
Kerſey doublet ii, 37 
Knife i, 89 
Kingcup 1, 43 

L 
Lady- bird iv, 85 
Leather 11, 44 
Lamb i, 13 
Lobin Clout i, 
Love-powder iv, 124 
Lambkin v, 105 
Lottery vi, 79 
Lark i, 3 


* 


168 INDEX, 
Paſt. Ver. Paſt. Ver. 

Lows bottle v, 127 Oren 111,20 
Lubberkin iv, 7 P 
Lily v. 60 Ploughing ii, 51 
Leek iii, 55 Peaſecod iv, 69 
Lilly-bullero vi, 116 Penny v, 129 
Linnet ii, 3 Peggy v, 126 

M Penknife iii, ICT 
Mackerel iii, 68 Pigeon v, 29 
May-day i, 58 Pedlar vi, 73 
Magpie iii, 5 Pig iii. 102 
Milkpail it, 8 Pinner v, 58 
Mare vi, 110 Pippin iv, 91 
Mug vi, 32 Pottage v, 95 
Marian ii, 9 Potatoe i, 84 
Moore vi, 118 Pudding i, 9t 
Marigold i, 46 Primroſe v, 84 
Midſummer-eve iv, 27 Patient Griflel v, 19 
Mole v, 157 Poultry v, 113 
Mountebank vi, 83 Pariſh-clerk Vi, 49 
Mow v, 75 Puppy vi, 67 

N . R 
Neckcloth ii, 36 Rake v, 123 
Nuts v, co Raven v, 103 
Ninepence v, 129 Robin Hood vi, 119 

O Robin-red-breaſt vi, 95 
Oak v, 3 Ring vi, 80 
Oatmeal ii, 44 Rook ii, 34 
Owl vi, 32 Roſamond vi, 119 
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| Paſt. Ver. 
Roaſt beef 1, 39 
Riband iti, 29 
Roſemary v, 137 
Riddle i, 111 

N 

Swinging i, 103 
Spriug iv, 16 
Sawney vi, [15 
Sage ii, 13 
Sciſſars vi, 77 
Sheep li, 28 
Straw-hat v, I25 
Sloe iii, 52 
Smock iv, 18 
Snail lit, 71 


Spinning-wheel v, 123 


Squirrel iii, 70 
Sugar v, 96 
Suſan v, 124 
Squire iii, 76 
Sowing 11, 53 
Swallow i, 29 
Shore vi, 117 
Swine V, 64 
Summer 1, 61 
Silver ſpoon vi, 80 
5parabclla ili, 

Zee ſawing i, 107 

Felume J. 


Paſt. Fer. 
T 
Thimble vi, 79 
Thruſtle i, 2 
Tobacco iii, 40 
Treadwell, Gaffer v, x5 £ 
Troy town vi, 120 
Turnip i, 85 
Threſhing ii, 55 
Truelove's knot iv, 115 
UV 
Valentine's day iv, 37 
Udder i, 4 
W 

Wake ii, 4 
Weather v, 99 
Winter i, 60 
Weed v, 35 
Will-a-wiſp- vi, 87 
Wheat-ſheaf vi, 126 
Whey v, 66 
White- pot 1, 9% 
Wood v, 43 
Worky-day i, 63 
Woodcock vi, 6£ 
Whiſtling v, 54 
Y . 

Yarn iv, 77 
Youngling 11, 26 
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ACIS AND GALATEA. 


A SERENATA., ; , 
IN TWO PARTS. | 
THE MUSICK BY MR. HANDEL, 1 
PART I. 1 
A rural proſper, diverſified with rocks, groves, and a : 
river. Acis and Galatea ſeated by a fountain. Chorus of C 
nymphs and fpepherds, diſtributed about the landſcape, 1 
and Polyphemas diſcovered ſitting upon a mountain. 
i CHORUS. 
k O run pleaſure of the plains ! D 
þ Happy nymphs and happy ſwains! 
il 0 
4 (Harmleſs, merry, free and gay) 8 
1 Dance and ſport the hours away, 
i For us the zephyr blows, 5 
; For us diſtils the dew, 
# For us unfolds the roſe, 
And flowers diſplay their hue : * 
For us the winter's rain, 
For us the ſummer's ſhine; 10 N 
Spring ſwells for us the grain, gn 
And autumn bleeds the vine. Da capo. H, 
RECITATIVE, 
GAL. Ye verdant plains and woody Mountains! 7 
Purling ſtreams and bubbling Fountains! 2 


Ve painted Glories of the Field! 15 


4 caßo. 
ins! 


15 
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Vain are the pleaſures which you yield; 

Too thin the ſhadow of the grove, 

Too faint the gales to cool my love, 
AIR, 

Huſh, ye pretty warbling choir, 

Your thrilling ſtrains; 20 

Awake my pains, 

And kindle fierce defire : 

Ceaſe your ſong, and take your flight ; 

Bring back my Acis to my fight. Da capo. 
AIR, 

Acts. Where ſhall I ſeek the charming fair? 25 
Direct the way, kind Genius of the Mountains: 
O tell me if you ſaw my dear; 


Secks ſhe the groves, or bathes in chryſtal fountains? 


Da capo. 
| RECITATIVE, 
DAM, Stay, Shepherd! ſtay; 
See how thy flocks in yonder valley ſtray. 30 


What means this melancholy air ? 
No more thy tuneful pipe we hear. 
AIR, 
Shepherd! what art thou purſuing ? 
Heedleſs running to thy ruin 
Share our joy, our pleaſure ſhare : 35 
Leave thy paſſion till to-morrow; 
Let the day be free from ſorrow, 
Free from love and free from care, Da capo. 
Pi 
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RECITATIVE, 
AC1s. Lo here, my Love! 
Turn, Galatea! hither turn thine eyes; 40 
See at thy feet the longing Acis lies. 
- AIR, 
Love in her eyes ſits playing, 
And ſheds delicious death; 
Love in her lips is ſtraying, 
And warbling in her breath : 45 
Love on her breaſt ſits panting, 
And ſwells with ſoft deſire; 
Nor grace nor charm is wanting 
To ſet the heart on fire. | Da cape. 
REC1TATIVE, 
Gar. O! didſt thou know the pains of abſent love, 


Acis would ne'er from Galatea rove. 51 
AIR. 

As when the dove 

Laments his love 

All on the naked ſpray, 

When he returns, 35 


No more ſhe mourns, 

But loves the livelong day, 

Billing, cooing, 

Panting, wooing, on 
Melting murmurs fill the grove; 60 
Melting murmurs, laſting love. Da capo. 


. 
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DUET. 
AC1S, GAL, Happy we. 
What joys I feel !-—What charms [ ſee! 
Of all youths thou deareſt Boy ! 
Of all nymphs thou brighteſt fair! | 
Thou all my bliſs, thou all my joy! Da capo. 66 | 
CHORUS, 


Happy we, Ec. 


ACIS AND GALATEA. 


— 


PART II. 
A concerto on the organ. 


CHORUS, 
Warrcurp Lovers! Fate has paſt 
This ſad decree, No joy ſhall laſt, 
Wretched lovers! quit your dream, 
Behold the monſter Polypheme; 
See what ample ſtrides he takes, 3 
The mountain nods, the foreſt ſhakes; 
'The waves run frighten'd to the ſhores; 
Hark! how the thund'ring giant roars. 
RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED, 

POLYPH, I rage, I melt, | burn; | 
The feeble god has ftabb'd me to the heart. 10 
Thou truſty Pine! 

Prop of my godlike ſteps, I lay thee by. 
Bring me a hundred reeds of decent growth, 
To make a pipe for my capacious mouth; 
In ſoſt enchanting accents let me breathe 15 
Sweet Galatea's beauty and my love. 
AIR, 
O ruddier than the cherry! 
Q ſweeter than the berry: 
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O nymph more bright 
Than moonſhine night, 20 
Like kidlings, blithe and merry ! 
Ripe as the melting cluſter ! 
No lily has ſuch luſtre; 
Yet hard to tame 
As raging flame, 
And fierce as ſtorms that bluſter! Da capo. 26 
RECLTATIVE. 
POLYPHEMUS, ACIS, GALATEA, DAMON. 

POLYPH, Whither, Faireſt! art thou running, 
Still my warm embraces ſhunning ? 

GAL, The lion calls not to his prey, 

Nor bids the wolf the lambkin ſtay. 30 

POLYPH. Thee Polyphemus! great as Jove, 
Calls to empire and to love; 

To his palace in the rock, 

Jo his dairy, to his flock; 

To the grape of purple hue, 35 
To the plum of gloſly blue 

Wildings which expecting ſtand, 

Proud to be gather'd by thy hand. 

GAL, Of infant limbs to make my food, 
And ſwill full draughts of human blood! 40 
Go, Monſter! bid ſome other gueſt : 

I loathe the hoſt ; I loathe the feaſt. 
AIR. 

POLYPH, Ceaſe to beauty to be ſuing : 

Ever whining love diſdaining, 


 , 


ACIS AND GALATEA. 
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PART II. 
A concerto on the organ. 


CHORUS, 
Warrcurp Lovers! Fate has paſt 
This fad decree, No joy ſhall laſt, 
Wretched lovers! quit your dream, 
Behold the monſter Polypheme; 
See what ample ſtrides he takes, 3 
The mountain nods, the foreſt ſhakes; 
The waves run frighten'd to the ſhores; 
Hark! how the thund'ring giant roars. 
RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED, 

POLY PH, I rage, I melt, | burn; | 
The feeble god has ſtabb'd me to the heart. 10 
Thou truſty Pine! 

Prop of my godlike ſteps, I lay thee by. 
Bring me a hundred reeds of decent growth, 
To make a pipe for my capacious mouth; 
In ſoſt enchanting accents let me breathe 15 
Sweet Galatea's beauty and my love. 
AIR, 
O ruddier than the cherry! 
Q ſweeter than the berry; 


10 


15 
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O nymph more bright 

Than moonſhine night, 

Like kidlings, blithe and merry ! 

Ripe as the melting cluſter ! 

No lily has ſuch luſtre; 

Yet hard to tame 

As raging flame, 

And fierce as ſtorms that bluſter! 
RECLITATIVE. 


Da cape, © 26 


POLYPHEMUS, ACIS, GALATEA, DAMON. 
rOLYPH, Whither, Faireſt! art thou running, 


Still my warm embraces ſhunning ? 


GAL, The lion calls not to his prey, 


Nor bids the wolf the lambkin ſtay. 


30 


POLYPH. Thee Polyphemus! great as Jove, 


Calls to empire and to love; 

To his palace in the rock, 

T'o his dairy, to his flock; 

To the grape of purple hue, 

To the plum of gloſſy blue; 
Wildings which expecting ſtand, 
Proud to be gather'd by thy hand. 


35 


GAL, Of infant limbs to make my food, 
And ſwill full draughts of human blood! 40 


Go, Monſter ! bid ſome other gueſt : 


[ loathe the hoſt ; I loathe the feaſt. 
AIR, 


POLYPH, Ceaſe to beauty to be ſuing : 


Ever whining love diſdaining, 


176 Acis AND GALATEA, Part II. 


Let the brave their aims purſuing, 45 
Still be conqu' ring, not complaining. Da capo. 
AIR, 


DAMON. Would you gain the tender creature ? 
Softly, gently, kindly treat her: 
Suff ' ring is the lover's part: 


Beauty, by conſtraint, poſſeſſing, 30 
You enjoy but half the bleſſing; 
Lifeleſs charms without the heart. Da capo. 


RECLITATIVE., 
Acis. His hideous love provokes my rage; 

Weak as | am I muſt engage: 
Inſpir'd with thy victorious charms, SHES : 
The god of love will lend his arms, 

| AIR, 
Love ſounds th' alarm, 
And fear is aflying : 
When beauty s the prize, 
What mortal fears dying ? 60 
In defence of my treaſure 
I'd bleed at each vein : 
Without her no pleaſure, 


For lite is a pain. Da capo. 
| AIR, 

Dam. Conſider, fond Shepherd! 6s 
How fleeting 's the pleaſure | 
That flatters our hopes 
In purſuit of the fair: 


2 0 


fo. 
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The joys that attend it 
By moments we meaſure; 
But life is too little 
To meaſure our care. 
RECITATIVE, 
GAL, Ceaſe, O ceaſe, thou gentle Youth ! 
Truſt my conſtancy and truth ; 


Da * 


Truſt my truth, and pow'rs above, 2 . 98 
The pow'rs propitious ſtill to love. Da capo. 
| TR1O, 


ACIS, GALATEA, POLYPHEME. 

AC18, GAL, The flock ſhall leave the mountains, 
The woods the turtle dove, 
The nymphs forſake the fountains, 
Ere J forſake my love. 80 

POLYPH, Torture! fury! rage! deſpair! 
I] cannot, cannot, cannot bear. 

Acts, GAL. Not ſhow'rs to larks ſo pleaſing, 
Nor ſunſhine to the bee; 
Not ſleep to toil ſo eaſing, 85 
As theſe dear ſmiles to me. 

POLYPH, Fly ſwift, thou maſſy Ruin! fly: 


Die, preſumptuous Acis! die. 


RECITATIVE, 
acts, Help, Galatea! help, ye Parent Gods! 
And take me dying to your deep abodes, 90 
CHORUS. 
Mourn, all ye Muſes! weep, ye Swains! 
Tune, tune your reeds to doleſul trains ; 
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Groans, cries, and howlings, fill the neighb'ring ſhore, 
Ahl — the gentle Acis is no more. 
SONG AND CHORUS. 

GAL. Muſt I my Acis ſtill bemoan, 95 
Inglorious cruſh'd beneath that ſtone ? 
Muſt the lovely charming youth 
Die for his conſtancy and truth ? 
Say, what comfort can you find? 
For dark deſpair o'erclouds my mind. 1co 

CHORUS- 
Ceaſe, Galatea |! ceaſe to grieve; 
Bewail not, when thou canſt relieve; 
Call forth thy pow'r, employ thy art; 
The goddels ſoon can heal thy ſmart : 
To kindred gods the youth return, Ics 
Thro' verdant plains to roll his urn. 
RECITATIVE. 

GAL. *Tis done: thus [ exert my pow'r divine; 

Be thou immortal, tho' thou art not mine. 
AIR. 

Heart! thou ſeat of ſoft delight, 
Be thou now a fountain bright; 110 
Purple be no more thy blood, 
Glide thou like a cryſtal flood: 
Rock ! thy hollow womb diſcloſe : 
Ihe bubbling fountain, lo! it flows. 
Thro' the plains he joys to rove, 115 
Nurm' ring ſtill his gentle love. Da capo. 
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CHORUS, 
Galatea ! dry thy tears; 
Acis now a god appears; 
See how he rears him from his bed; 
See the wreath that binds his head. 
Hail] thou gentle murm'ring Stream! 
Shepherds' pleaſure, Muſes' theme; 
Thro' the plain ſtill joy to rove, 
Murm'ring (till thy gentle love. 


179 


120 


174 


r 


CO OE 2. —— 


CONTENTS. 


RR Page 

Tat life of the Author g 

RURAL SPORTS. A GEOKGICK, IN TWO CANTOS, 
INSCRIBED TO MR, POPE, - 

Canto l. 19 

Canto If. ; 28 


TRIVIA: OR, THEART OF WALKING THE STREETS 
OF LONDON. IN THREE BOOKS, 

« Advertiſement, 36 

Book. Ofthe implements for walking the ſtreets, 
and ſigns of the weather, 


>» oi 
Book Il. "Of walking the ſtreets by day, 48 
Book III. Of walking the ftreets by night, 70 
Index to Trivia, 385 

THE FAN, A POEM. 1N TREE BOOKS, 
Book T, ; 95 
Book IT, 107 
Book III. ; 114 
THE SHEPHERD'S WEEK, IN $1X PASTORALS, 

The Proeme to the Courteous Reader, I22 
Piologuc. To the Rt. Hon. the Ld, 3 we 
Dea or, The <quabble, „ 
Tucſday: or, The Ditty, 137 
Wednefday : or, The Dumps, 141 
Thurſday : or, Ihe Spell, : 147 
Friday: or, The Dirge, 153 
Saturday: or, The Flights, 160 
Index to the Shepherd's Week, 165 
ACIS AND GALATEA. A SEREN ATA. I TW UI PARTS. 
Parts. 179 
Part II, 474 


From the APOLLO PRESS, 
hy the MARTINS, 
May 1. 1784. 


END QY VO! UME FIRST 


